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7hb following Imitations of the Odes of 
Horace were originally written without any 
regard to regularity of succession* Many of 
them made their first appearance in a month- 
ly publication^ and the Odes best calculated 
to illustrate the topic of the day were^ from 
time to time, pressed into the service. They 
are now classed and drilled afresh: new 
troops, drafted from the Roman baUalion, 
.have raised them to their proper oomplement, 
and Horace in London is in readiness to 
take the field. 

The reader will not fail to discover one 
inconvenience to which the desultory mode 
of warfare adopted' by these Iambic maraud- 
ers^ on their first cnrollmjent, subjects them 
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When serving in their preseflt disciplined ar- 
»aj. Events are recorded without any regard 
to chronologfcal succession. Thus the se- 
cond O. P. War is deprecated in the ode 
Omvn refennt" before the commemoration 
of the first, in the ode, « Motum es Metella 
comule civicum," with a few other anachro- 
nisms of equal moment. But inasmuch as 
J«ght poetry and grave history do not often . 
boast the same readers, and as the authors did 
not undertake to present to the public a poet- 
ical Annual Register, it is to be hoped the ob- 
jection will not be held fatal. In their present 
inroad on Parnassus, it will be found that 
they have prudently abstained from its more 
devafed regions; they entertain the same 
opinion of the Roman Bard, in his higher 
flights, that he entertained of the Theban, 
and if the merit of familiar gaiety be awarded 
to them, they will have won all that they as. 
pired to gain. 

Had the Authors of Rejected Addbesses 
listened to the voice of Prudence, they would 
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have 8dt silent aoder tbe laurels they recently 
purloiaed from the brows of their betters^ 
L rather than have proved by advancing in pro* 
prid persoTM into the Parnassian lists, hotir 
moch easier a task it is to ridicule good poetry, 
than to write! it. In thus throwing down the 
gauntlet, they may doubtless be complimented 
on their valour; but valour is composed of 
two partSk ** The worser half/' surnamed fool 
hardiness, was the property of the lean Knight 
of La Mancha ; ^* the best part of valour, dis- 
cretion" was emblazoned on the shield of the 
huge Knight of Eastcheap, and his cautious 
quaker-like followers, from that good day to 
the present, have thriven and grown as fat 
upon it as himself. Which of the two halves 
falls to the lot of the Imitators of Horace, is 
too obvious to require mentioning. The fact 
seems to be, that the God of Song has insti* 
gated the authors of Rejected Addresses to 
tbe present publication, as an ameride honorable 
for the liberties they lately took with his per« 
•onal property; stealing laurel being an of- 
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Tence as contrary to the poetical statute i 
that case made and provided, as it is. derci 
gatory to the privilege, and against the pesta 
of our Lord Apollo, his crown and dignity. 
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SCENEjT-The Ivory Gate on the Confines of 

the Shades. 

Horace. Autbok* 

Horace. Friend, J have a favour to ask of you. 
Author, If the granting it redound to mjr ad- 

vantage, I have too much generosity to refuse 

compliance : name it* 

Horace. I dislike Francis's Translation of my 

Odes. 

Author. I hate Duncombe's. , 

Horace. And I think Boscawen's might be 
improved. Will you undertake a new version ? 

Author. Upon what terms ? 

B 
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Horace. The prospect, if successful, of unirer- 
tal applause. The ReTiews will dub 70a head 
rhymer of a rhyming age ; an engraver majr 
scratch a kit-cat likeness of you to scare the foot 

m 

passengers in Pali Mall ; and you will be tolerably 
sure of a niche among the Martyrs of Pindus la 
Poet's Corner. " Exegi Monumentum, &c." Whai 
think you of that ? 

Author. Tempting offers, I confess. 

Horace, You agree, then* 

Author, No* 

Horace. No ! Quare non t 

Author. For two reasons. 

Horace. Name them. 

Author. Your demerits and my own. 

Horace. Mi/ demerits ! ha, ha, hah ! you and 1 
are t*8e last people whose demerits can gratify the 
malice of the critics. 

Author. Why so ? 

Horace, Because you hare written so little as 
to be beneath their notice, while I have written 
so much as to be above their envy. If Quintus 
Uoratius Fiaccus, the friend of Augustus, and the 
favourite of the Muses, may be so bold as to 
question one whose propensity to fish in troubled 
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waters ought to condemn him to a large goblet of 
Sadaks. waters of oblivion, may I beg yon to elu 
ddate the expression of — ^* your demerits and my 
own." 

AttiHor. Certainly ; and first of the last, namely, 
■ysel f 

Horace* I am all attention— —proceed* 

Author m To translate your Odes with propriety 
would require almost as much talent as to write 
tiiem. Ify indeed, the blue.coated youth in Guilds 
hall, who mast laugh in his sleeve, notwithstanding 
the tightness of it, at the thoughts of the revolu. 
tiomt he effects, should dub me lord of twenty 
thovsand pounds, my friends would convince me 
^tl possessed abilities more than equal to the 
task. At present they give me credit for little 
Qoney, and of course for little wit. 

Horace. They are right : of what use is the one, 
in your commercial clime, unless it procure the 
oQier? 

Author. Besides, who in his senses would write 
what nobody reads } How many farthings do the 
good folks of London care about Vitellius, and 
Crassus, and MsBcenas ; Lydia, Thaliarchus, and 
Mount Soracte ? Every one of them a mere caput 
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Biorhnnn, beliere me ; and as to the groTes of the 
ancients, they haye all become hollow trees for 
pedant owls to roost in. 

Horace. Envy, bj the Gods! My works haye 
delighted all ages* 

Author. Life, says Shakespeare, consists of seyea 
ages ; and yon are apt to be discarded after the 
second. 1 remember you of old, when 1 was 

" Creeping like snail unwillingly to school,^ 
and in revenge for the many prosodlal stripes 
your (fonfounded ^^^-^Mctcenas atavis ediie regUms*^ 
brought upon me,. I made a solemn vow to cast 
}M>u into tlie Ocean in usum Veiphini^ at my very 
first trip to Margate. In keeping my oath I lost 
ny Horace, and have washed my hands of you 
e^er since. 

Hwace. You do me and yourself injustice. Do. 
not jest at the expeace of truth. Fray what book 
is this? *' Qninti Horatu Flacci Operoy^^ as I live 1 
Oh, flattering eulogium ! 

Author, Not altogether so flattering, for this 
iiatn rally leads me to the other head of my dis- 
ctottrse^ j^tfur demerits. 

Horace. Aye, now youll be puzzled* " Noa 
ego paucis oifeadar n^acuUs." 
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Author* The quotation is from yourself ; if joii 
are wise keep it to yonrself. Let us open your 
book, and pitch upon an ode at a Tenture^ as sail* 
ors dtp for salt poiHk. 

Horace. Sertes Horatianae ! agreed*. 

Author. What haye we here? " Integer vital' 
scele risque purus." Aye, this ode has been muchc 
admired by the shoal of learned ignoramuses who* 
can find nothing bad in a mans baok when he's, 
dead, and nothing good when he*s alive ; and yet 
in my opinion it is little better thaa downright 
Bonsense. 

Horace. Oh monstrous! how, pray f 

Author. Yon set out at your full speed, like ft 
Sunday apprentice on a hack horse, with A pranc^ 
log moral precept, that a virtuous man n^eds no 
other armour than conscious integrity. This is & 
sentiment of which Addisdn, Herrey, Hugh Kelly, 
or Mr. Drake himself need not have been ashamed : 
and if put into the mouth of a Drury Lane actor, 
accompanied by a fierce look, a thump on the left 
breast) and a semi-circular strut, in the long in. 
terval between green curtain and foot lights, would 
g.ain the happy votary of Thespis three rounds of 
applause. Thua far in safety : but halt ! your Peg«k* 
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fQs hai come to a turnpike. The next thing is an 
illttstration of this sublime and noTel position* 

Horace. Very well, Sir, pray go on. 

Author. One naturally expects the example to 
be Cato or Brutus, Wilkes, Bnrdett, Gale Jones, ov 
fome such immacalate Patriot ; but how are our ex. 
pectations gratified ? You proceed to say, that while 
you were singing the praises of Miss Lalage, (a 
lady, I presume, whose beauty was even greater 
tiian her modesty^) yon met a W(^f, who took to his 
heels at the sight of you. Pray, most doughty- 
sir, of what was he afraid ? Not of your valour, 
if he had heard of your " Relictd non bene per. 
nuld." Your moral qualities, putting Madam 
Lalage oat of the question, were not perceptible 
to the ^es of a wolf, and you admit that your 
person was unprotected by any weapon. 

Horace. Excellent ! this wonld l>e provoking to 
any bnt an Epicure converted to Stoicism. Pray 
finish your exhortation. 

Author. Your conclusion is worthy your precept 
and illustration ; namely, that in whatever part of 
the globe you may chance to be placed, yon will 
persfist in singing the praises of the aforesaid J^. 
age, although her only merit seems to have been 
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that of keeping the wolf from the door. A mott 
desirable quality^ i admit, in the raistres^qtf a Grab 
Street poet, but of little use to the well fed fayorit^ 
of Augustas. 

Horace. Ha, ha, hah ! Yon see I bear jroar ilL 
Batared critiqoe with the most perfoct good ho* 
moiiT ; bat zounds I sir, do yoo mean to assert -~? 

Author^ No — ^I am onlj pointing ont the incon*. 
sistency of your own assertions, particalarly when 
you prove your g^od humour by a '* zounds ! sir/'- 

Horace. Well, well, it's natural to foi^et one's 
a Stoic, when the least thing happens to provoke 
one. To let you into a secret, that ode was writ- 
ten at three distinct periods : the first pact in a 
lucid interval of temperance : the second when I 
was half seas over in a cask of Falernian, and the 
third when I was Solus cum sold with the Goddess 
of my Idolatry. 

Author. Be it so : we will now do what I have 
threatened to do half ray life«^urn over a new leaf. 

Horace. Agreed, here's something solenm; 
'^ Parens deonua coltor et infrequens^" 

Author. In this> ode you teH us that you had hiw 
therto . been a very wicked fellow, snapping youf 
fingers at Jupiter, and nev«r visiting bis> temple, 
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except In a shower of rain ; in short, a complete 
Roman Bunyan ; but that you had lately seen your 
errors, and were enrolled in the regiment of the 
true Faith. Bra?o ! Pegasus at full speed again. 
Now comes the reason of this miraculous conver. 
skm. '* I was overtaken,'' you say, ** by a ter- 
rible storm of thunder and lightening, and Jupitev 
is so powerful he can do what he pleases." In- 
deed ! a wonderful event, and a wonderful disced- 
very ! I cannot help quoting in your teeth the 
words of your best modern imitator. 

What woeful stuff this madrigal would be 
In bome starved hackney sonnetteer— ^ir me$ 
But let a lord once own the happy lines, 
How the wit brightens, how the sense refines! 
Before his sacred name flies every fault. 
And each exalted stanza teems with thought. 



Horace, Upon my word, sir, I have been accos* 
tomed to -r— — 

Author, Less truth and more complaisance. I 
know it ; but as long as I possess eyes of my own^ 
I will not borrow a pair of pedant spectacles from 
any University in the Universe. Then ai^aia yoa 
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sre always cramming that confounded Falernian- 
down the throats of four readers. Continually hob- 
ud nobbing. ^^ Nunc est bibendnm — Quo me Bac* 
cbe rapis ?'' at every page : and telling us that if we 
would be farorites of Venus we must sacrifice to 
Bacchus: a position of which the very porter iii< 
Macbeth has sober sense enough to prove the fal- 
«ty. 

Horace. Very pretty, sir, very pretty indeed ! 
but I see your aim, sir. You suspect me to bo- 
.one of the genus irritabile. 

Author. No I don't :-— I am certain of it, I have 
tlierefore pleasure in bearing testimony to the ex- 
cellence of your Satires and Epistles. There you 
are unrivalled. 

Horace. My dear sir, I did not mean to dispute 
your judgment in ever^ thing. You think my 
Satires and Epistles ■ 

Author. As n^uch above my. present praise, as 
they are foreign to my present purpose. It is your 
odes of which we are now treating. A verbal 
translation of them I will not attempt. 

Horace. Then I may take my departure to the 
Elysian Fields. Son of Mala, order round my 
bargf I 
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Author* Stop, a thought has struck me* What my 
you to a work entitled " HORACE I N LONDON/ 
consisting of parodies and imitations of your odes ? 
Conyerting the Amphitheatre into Drury Lane, 
Mascenas into Lord Such a one, the Palatine Mount 
into Tovrer Hill, and in short, writing as I suppose 
you would have written, had you liyed in these 
times, and in the metropolis of Great Britain. 

Horace, An excellent thought ! It will insure 
me an iitcrease of readers. A man milliner will 
^nter Hyde Park who would ily from the Campus 
Martins, and a citizen may be enticed up Highgate 
Hill, who would turn with disdain from Mount 
Soracte, because there is no ordinary on Sunday oft 
|he top of it. 

Author, Such is my plan. As long as you arc 
|)ointed and witty, I shall feed my Pegasus a 
the same manger. When you are flat, prosaic, anc 
insipid, (which, under faror, you sometimes are 
especially at your conclusions, where you ought t 
be most epigrammatic, witness your ** Animumqa 
reddas" — " immeritamque vestem^ — ** Mercurim 
que &c. &c/') I shall take the liberty of startin 
fromi the course^ and-beiBg as pointed and poetic 
AS I please. 
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Horace. Rather say as yoa can. 

Author. Good— Agreed. And J moreover 
pre jon fair notice, that as I shall hare lame rneta^ 
pkors enough of my own to answer for^ 1 will 
mot be accottn table for yours. 

Horace^ Mine ! Where will you find them ? 

Author. Not at the first dip, perhaps, but cer# 
tainly without any very tedious search,— >Toyon6 !«-^ 
Book If Ode ^7. What have we here ? 

Qaanta l&boras in Charyhdi t 
Digiie, puer» metiore/omnur. ^ 

An intermixture of fire and water, which iu mo»- 
ftera days would create more than one sort of hiss* 

Horace.. That I confess was an oyersight. 

Author. I wish all your commentators had done 
the same ; they would have saved themselves and 
us a world of fatigue ; but what commentator 
would not rather set a thousand modern readers to- 
sleep, than acknowledge one Homeric nod in an 
uicient writer ? 

Horace*. I will pardon all your impertinence if you. 
will but cease your criticisms, and give a specim/Mi; 
•fyourperfbraanct. 
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Author. On those conditions ypu may turn im- 
mediately to the next page. Noir then thou peer- 
less poet, thou real Roman pearl, not to be adul- 
terated by all the vinegar in critical Christendom, 
^^ let's to't like Fvench Falconers," or rather, like 
English tilters, — London is the scene of our poeti. 
pal tournament. Be thou the Achilles of the Lists, 
the Patroclus I ; and if perchance I hurl a spear 
sharp enough to proYoke the retort courteous, do 
thou bestride me, and balancing thy shield of half 
a ton troy weight over my head, swear that the 
offence proceeded from the original Latin. 

Horace. Which you will publish of course. 

Author. Not 1 indeed. 

Horace • Not publish my Latin ! 

Author. No, I tell you. — Scholars will always 
possess the means of immediate reference to the 
original, and the unlearned will not think my page 
the more lively for being encumbered with a dead 
language. 

Horace. Not publish my Latin ! I 

Author. No, I cepeat, except the first line. 

Horace. If that be the case, 1 have only to utter 
this parting prophecy. The moment the dark 
chambers of your brain cease to be enlightened by 
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the presence of my Roman lamp, good night to all 
year brilliant hdpes; and though I shall march back 
to Elysinm with all the slow dignity of the last of 
the Romans, trust me, I shall go off much quicker 
Uian«>the first of your editions. 

[Exeuni secerallif,'] 
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BOOK I. ODE I. 

To John Bull, Esq. 

Mecenas atavis edite regibu. 

Dread Sir ! half human, half divine. 
Descended from a lengthened line 

Of heroes famed in story—- 
Of Ocean undisputed lord ; 
Of Europe and her recreant horde 

The '< riddle, jest, and gloiy/' 

What Tariotts sports attract jour sons ! 
Some to Hyde Pftrk escape from dans^, 

. In curricle or tandem : 
In dusty clouds eonceaPd from sight. 
Like JoTOy who from Oljrmpus height, 
Hurls thunderbolts At random. 
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One draws his gold from Ijombard Street, 
Amongst the Lords to foujr » seat^ 

The Lord knows why or wherefore : 
Another, (ghe him raral sports,) 
And crouded, cities, splendid courts^ 

He not a jot will care for. 



The merchant, baulk'd by Boreas, Tents 
His idle anger, and laments 

Some luckless speculation : 
Of ease, and Clapham Common talks. 
But soon on Gresham's murmuring walks. 

Resumes his daily station. 

7%tf makes the jolly God his heme, 
In claret drowns Aurora's beam, 

And riots with the friskers : 
That a dragoon, delights in arms. 
And thoughtless of Mamma?s alarms, 

Sports high»heel'd bopts and whiskeit. 
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The hunter quits his bed at Arey 
The fox or timorous deer to drire 

Down precipices horrid, 
And carries home, returning hite^ 
A trophy for his amorous mate, 

The antlers on his forehead ! 

Me t(Hl and ease alternate ^are, 
Books, and the converse of the fatr, 

(To see is to adore 'em ;) 
With these and London for my home^ 
1 envy not the joys of Rome, 

The Circus or the Forum ! 
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If you, great Sir, will deign to rote 
For Horace, in his London coat, 

Nor check my classic fury ; 
Huge Magog of the lyric train, 
ril mount to kiss the Muses twain, 

Who face the Gods of Drury. 
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ODE IL 

HVRLY BURLY! 

Jam Mds iefffif nMt» atqae dinr. 

£nou6H ! the dog has had his day. 

The cat has mew'd her hour : 
The imprisoned Gale has blown awaj, 

Burdeit has fled the Tower. 
The nation feard those scenes of woe, 
So fatal thirty years ago, , 

When dreading neither ax« nor rope^ 
An outward Christian, inward Jew, 
Fierce Gordon led th' enthusiast crew 

To persecute the Popf* 
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Oh fatal and disastrous year ! 

When ojster.Tendiog dames 
Made London's train bands disappear^ 

And wrapt her walls in flames : 
The chimney-sweep assail'd the shop) 
The *prentice climb'd the chimney top^ 

Impunity made cowards bold : 
While Plntos in his last retreat, 
Stood tremblii^ in Threadnetdle Street f 

And hagg'd his bags of gold. 

We too hare seen, like Ocean's flood 

By howling tempests driren, 
The mob assail the troops widi mvd^ 

And menace old St. Stephen. 
Again they rage, the bird is flown ; 
Sir Frandsj aw'd by Whitbread^t frown, 

To fiather Thames commits his fate : 
In secret the uxorious tide 
Safe bears him to the Surry side^ 

To join his anxious mate. 



20 HORACE IN LONDON. BOOK T^ 

From street to street Bellona mns, 

In dark blue ribbons clad : 
To hear the tale, our sober sons 

Will think their fathers mad. 
What power can awe the impending Ganl^ 
What psalm arert Britannia's fall, 

What sacred tabbies stop the evil ? 
Has Southcotty in her straw built cell^ 
No talisman, no mutter'd spell, 

To drive away the Devil 2 . 

Ah no ! for still from south to north. 

Confusion rules the gale ! 
Come then, at follys call roll forth. 

Ye tubs to faction's whale. 
Come, Romeo's car, Polito's apes, 
Come, Ilawke^ thou peer^of many capes. 

Pearl-button 'd and drab.coated spark ! 
And thou, the dame of wicked wit'. 
Round whom the infant hoaxjes fik^ 

Come, mighty Mistress Clarke. 
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And thou, great saint, at bumoar's call, 

Joy of the rabble, come ! 
Whose praise the Smithfield muses bawl, 

With rattle, horn, and dram. 
When Satumalian sports draw near, 
Three days in each reyeWing year, 

Tis thine to lead the frolic hours : 
Heed not, dread Sir, thy loss of skin, 
Thy jocund revelry and din 

Ha?e made us jump from oars« 



Come, too, MendozUy foe to ham. 

Whose fame no bruise can sully ! 
Come, wary Criby Bataviau Sam, 

And last, not least, come Gully, 
Assaming the dictator's seat. 
Late to thy Plough in Carey Street^ 

Return to end thy halcyon days : 
Long may'st thou rally, hit, and stop, 
And may no envious Newgate.drop 

Fat out thy glory's blaze. 
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While aaiateiirs, for fame athirit, 

Entwine witli ardent tows 
The laurel wreath at Mouhetf Hurst^ 

Around thy batter'd brows. 
If any sheriff dare to wield 
His wand to clear th' embattled field, 

Stand forth, and down the gauntlet fling ^ 
With freqnent fists the intruder check. 
Or grasp his cbain-encircled neck, 

Aad^ him from the ring* 



f3 



ODE III. 

THE BARONETS YACHT. 

Sic te Diva poteos Cypri. 

Dear YeoaB, quit Idalia's lawn. 

In Cyprian car bj turtles drawn) 

.At Neptune's sea-green footstool fawn, 

And make him^ willy nillyy 
Sweet oil upon the waters pour, 
And thus the Tenturous Yacht restore, * 
That carried o£f from Thanefs shore, 

M7 soul's best half— Sir Billt. 

He surely view'd in looking glass, 
A nose of copper, cheek of brass, 
Who thus in feeble yucht could pass 
Within the range of cannons : 
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«When hostile squadrons beat the hoof, 
And citizens won't keep aloof, 
Hat, boot, and «tockii^ water-proof, 
I reckon sine qua nons. 

That hardy mortal knows not fear, 
Who ventures out from Rams gate Pter^ 
And as the Gallic cliffs draw near. 

With careless eyes liookfi at 'em— 
But bolder he himself who coops 
In his own little bark, nor stoops 
To heed the quizzing of the troops, 

Led by the Earl of Chatham. 

In T^n shall Neptune's prudent tide 
Old Kent from Pkardy diride, 
Sir William's boat in painted pride 

Unites the coasts again« 
He undulates on Ocean's swell. 
Like her who rules Idalia's dell, 
Drawn by a turtle in a shell* 

Tfinmphant o*er the main* 

• This marine delicacy was said to be suspended to the 
IBTOw of the Yacht 
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What wonders all the papers fill ! 
With rockets now the foe we kill, 
We burrow under HighgtUe Hilly 

Each day outdoes the other : 
See through Pall Mall each lovely lass 
By night illuminated pass. 
While WiNsoR lights, with flame of gas, 

Home to King^s Place — his nflher^ 



Tn parachute^ by way of change, 
With Garnerin in air we range> 
Surpassing all the wonders strange 

lliat e'er Munchausen told us. 
Great Jupiter, for mercy's sake^ 
Me to a cooler planet take, 
For at this rate we soon shall make 

The world too hot to hold ms I 
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ODE IV. 



BRIGHTON, 



Solvitnr acris hyems ^ratii vice Teris* 

.—...-........^ ' 



JSow fruitfal autuibii lifts his sanbumt hesd. 
The slighted Park few cambric muslins whiten. 

The dry machines reyisit Ocean's bed, 

And Horace quits awhile the town for Brighton. 

The cit foregoes his box at Tumham Green, 
To pick up health and shells with Amphitrite^ 

Pleasure's frail daughters trip along the Steyne^ 
Led hj the dame the Greeks call Aphrodite. 

Phoebus, the tanner, plies his fiery trade, 
The graceful nymphs ascend Judea*s ponies^- 

Scale the west cliff, or visit the parade, 

While poor papa in town a patient drone is. 



ODK IT.' BRIGHTON. : :\ 9Sf . 

Loose trowsers snatch the wreath from pantaloons ; ! 

Nankeen of late were worn the snltry weather in ; 
Bat now, (so will the Prince's light dragoons,). 

White jean have triumph'd o'er their Indian bre« 
4hren. 

Here with choice food earth smiles and ocean yawns^ 
Intent alike to please the London glutton ; 

ThiSy for our breakfast proffers shrimps and prawns. 
That, for our dinner, South-down lamb and mutton. 

Tet here, as elsewhere, death impartial reigns. 
Visits alike the cot and the Pavilion^ 

And for a bribe with equal scorn disdains 

M7 half a crown, and Baring^s half a million, 

Alas ! how short the span of human pride ! 
Time flies, and hope's romantic schemes, are undone; 
Cosweller's coach, that carries four inside, 
Waits to take back the unwilling bard tp London. 

Te circulating novelists, adieu ! 

Long envious cords my black portmanteau tighten; 
fiilliards, begone ! avaunt, illegal loo ! 

Farewell old Ocean's bauble, glittering Brighton. 

c2 
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Long Bfaalt tboa laugh thine enemies to scorn, 
. Proud as Phoenicia, queen of watering places ! 

Boys yet unbreech'd, and yirgins yet unborn, 
On thy bleak downs shall tan their blooming laces. 
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ODE V. 

THE JILT. 



Qais mvtlVi gracilis te puer in roi^ 



Say, Lucy, what enamour'd spark 
Now sports thee through the gazing Park 
^ In new barouche or tandem ; 
And, as Infatuation leads, 
Permits his reason and his steeds 
To run their course at random ? 



Fond youth, those braids of ebon hair, 
Which to a f ice already fair 

Impart a lustre fairer ; 
Those locks which now inrite to lore^ 
Soon unconfin*d and false shall proTe, 

And changeful as the wearer. 
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Unpractised ia a woman's guile, 

Thou think'st, perchance, her halcyon smilt 

Portends unruffled quiet : 
That, eyer charming, fond and mild, 
No wanton thrughts, bo passions wild, 

Within her soul caa riot. 



Alas ! how oft«n ihalt thou mourn« 
(If njmphs like her, so soon forswonii 

Be worth a moment's trouble,) 
How quicklj own, with sad surprise^ 
The paradise that bless'd thine eye^ 

Was painted on a bubbU. 



In her accommodating creed 
A ioird will always supersede 

A commoner's embraces : 
His lordship's lore contents the fair^ 
Until enabled to ensnare 

J^ nobler prize— his Grace^ I 
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Unhappj are the youths who gaze. 
Who feel her beauty *s maddening blaze^ 

And trust to what she utters ! 
For me, by sad experience wise. 
At rosy cheeks or sparkling eyes. 

My heart no longer flutters. 



Chamber'd in Albany, I view 
On every side a jovial crew 

Of Benedictine neighbours. 
I sip my coffee, read the news, 
I ow« no. mistress but the muse, 

And she repays my labours. 



And should ^ome brat her loTe bespeak, 
CThongh illegitimate and weak 

As these unpoliBh*d verses ;) 
A father's joys shall still be mine. 
Without the fear of parish fine, 

Bills, beadles, quacks, or nurses. 



*•- 
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ODE VL 

WALTER SCOTT. 



Scriberit Vario fortis, et hoBtinm. 



O Chitalrt, thy gallant reign, 
Jd prancing epic.ballad strain, 

Let Walter Scott indite ; 
Chaunting the deeds inspired by thee, 
When red-cross knights arm^d eap-a-peTi 
Rode at the ring full gallantly, 

Or triumphM in the fight. 

For me, I striTe not, by tny fay, . 
To imitate the MinstreVs La^j 
Tracing the Palmer on his way* 

Through Scottish bourn and brako-^ 
Unform'd for hero's deeds, I shun 
The strain of lordly Marmion^ 

Or Ladif of the Lake. 
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My modest mose, unskiird in flighti 
Of Caledonia's border knigbts, 
In peaceful nnpresaining Terse 
Forbears their glories to rehears^. 
Who can describe with honours dne- 
Of northern clans the endless crew. 

Creating endless war ? 
Unnnmber*d Macs^ of accent rode, 
The Gordon^ llome^ and HunH^y brood, 
CrTigmeSj Fosters J Fenwickst who pursued \ 

The amorous Lochinvarf 

Whether or' not I feel love's pain, 
I lore the light accustom'd strain. 
I sing no feast in hail so gay, . 
.Save that upon my Lord Mayor^s Duy ^ 
Record no arrow's fatal flight, 
Save Cttpid*8, feather'd with deligfatu 
And shoot alone my bloodless darts. 
From beauty's eyes to lover's 'hearts. 



c 6 
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ODE Vll. 

THE OUSTED TREASURER. 
To Harry ' Esq. 



LBUdabont alii clanun Rhp^oB* 

* 

SavE talk of Betterton and Booth, 
And some above all praise, forsooth^ 

Extol their idol Garrick ; 
Others will other names rehearse, 
And celebrate their praise in yerse, 

Familiar or Pindaric. 

With me not Barrymore's sinall npte. 
Nor Bettj's seritly whispering throat, 

Nojr Right's manly ^uaTev, 
Nor Munden's freedom from grimace. 
Nor Dignum's bold expressi? e face. 

Are half so much in favour, 



/ 
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As jpTial Cooke^ wbose thirstj soqI 
Quaffs inspiratioa from the bowl 

Whene'er his spirits falter : 
His grief and joy, his love and ire. 
Are born of Bacchus, and their fire 

Is stolen from his altar. 



So, Harry, whether doom'd to roam 
In banner'd camps, or lounge at homo 

In Twickenham's shady bowers, 
Drink, a|id corroding cares resign. 
Drink, and illume with sparkling wine 

Life'« dark and storaiy hours* 

From Somerset's beloyed house. 
Where happy treasurera carouse,; 

When Bardolph was ejected. 
His pose with purple blossoms crown'cl» 
'Tis said he call'd his friends around^ 

And thus their grief corrected^ - 
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Oh, ousted elves ! companions boon ! 
May Fortune's wheel reToWing soon, 

ProTe kinder than oat master s 
Let ns but stick together still. 
With Sherry's luck and Sherry's skill, 

We yet may brave disaster. 

For know, my friends, the Prince has sworn, 
Although these sinecures be torn 

Away from oar piretenbions, 
That in some dear uncertain hour, 
A future Somerset shall shower 

On us its posts and pensions. 

Ye whose stout hearts would ne^er submit 
To all the eloquence of Pitt, 

Fired with the l©Te of places. 
Drink deep, and banish care and woe. 
To-morrow we are doom'd to know 

Short commons and long faces. 
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ODE VIII. 

I 

To HUNTINGTON, the Preacher, 



Lydia die per omnes* 

'Qy those loeks sa lank and sable, - 
Whic|i adowii Aj shoulders hang, 

Bj thy phiz right lamentable, 
And tbf humming nAsal twang ; 

Huntington, thou queei* fanatic, 
Tell me why thy love jand grace, 

Thus invade iny serraiit'ft attic^ 
To unfit him for his place. 

For the new light ever pining, 
ThoQias groans, mid hums and ha's ; 

But alas ! the light is shining. 
Only through his lanthofn jaws. 
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May.pole pranks and fiddle scrapers 
In his eye sight change their hae ; 

Lowering Athanasian rapourSy 
Cloud his brain with devllfr blue, 

Froia his fellows far asuiidec, . 

Tom enjoys his morning staTe : 
Works are but a heathen blander ; 

Faith alone has power to save. - 

From young Hal the tarem waiter^ 
Oft ^ boxing prise .he'd carry ; 

Now the pious gladiator • 

Wrestles 4>niy with Old Harry. 

Potent once at quoits and cricket/ 

Hea^eiB^ and heart elate, 
Now, alas I he heeds no wicket 

Save John fonyan's wicket gate* 

As some clowifeni listing season, 
BJinds.hims^to fftiun the ranks ; 

Tom, because he blinds his reason, 
Thinks to play hia pious pnuika. j 



ODZVlll. TO HUNTINOTOK. 3ft 

But, if SQch his holy rage is, 

Let it be its own reward ; 
1*11 no longer pay his wages ; 

Me he genres not, but the Lord* 



'''•'■' ' ' *. 
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ODE IX 



WINTER. 



Vid«, vt alt4 ste( niTe candidttm. 

■ ■ ■ I I III II ■ wi 

See Richmond is clad in a mantle of snow ; 

The woods that o/ershadow^d the hill, 
Now bend with their load» while the ri? er belowi 
In musical mnrmars forgetting to flow, 

Stands mournfully frozen and still. 

Who cares for the winter ! my sun^beams shall 
shine 

Serene from a register store ; 
With two or three jollj companiona to dine. 
And two or three bottles of generous wine, 

The rest I relia^uiah to JoTe. 



ODE JX. VINTER. 41 

The oak bows its head in the hurricane's swell, 

CondemnM in its glory to fall ; 
The marigold dies snpercelv'd iii the dell^ 
Unable alike to retard or impel, 
The crisis assign'd to us all* 

Then banish to-morrow, its hopes and its fears ; 

To.daj is the prize we hare won r 
Ere snrlj old age in its wrinkles appears, 
With langbter and love, in yonr juvenile years 

Make sure of the days as they ran. 

The park and the playhouse my presence shall greet, 

The opera yield its delight ; 
Caialani may- charm me:, but ten times more sweet. 
The musical Toice of Lauretie when we meet 
- In tete^d^iite concert Btmgfkt 

False looks of denial in yain would she fling. 

In Tain to some corner be gone ; 
And if in our kisses I snatch off her ring, 
It is, to my fancy, a much better thing 

Thaa a kiss after putting one t)n I 
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ODE X. 

TRIBUTARY STANZAS to GRIMALDI 

THE CLOWN. 



Mertiiri faeande^ nepos Atlanlii. 

X Acerious mime ! thou enemy of gloom^ 
Grandson of Momus, blithe and debonnalp, 

WhO) aping Pan; with an inTerted broom, 
Can'st brush the cobwebs from the brows of cavo* 

Onr gallery Gods immortalize thy song ; 

Thy Newgate thefts impart ecstatic pleasure ; 
Thon bid'st a Jew's harp charm a Christian throng^ 

A Gothic salt-box teem with attic treasure. 

* 

r > h 

When harlequin, entangled in thy clue, 

By magie^seeks to dissipate the strife, *" 

Thy furtif e fingers snatch his fiiulchion too | 
The luckless wizvard loses .wand and wif«. 
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The fabled egg from thee obtains its gold ; 

Thou sett St the mind from critic bondage loose^ 
Where male and female cacklers, young andold^ 

Birds of a feather, hail the sacred Goose. 

Eren pious sonls, from Bumf an* s durance free. 
At Sadlers Wells applaud thy agile if it, 

Forget old Care while they remember thee, 
^Laugh the heart^M laughy** and haunt the joTialptt 

Long may'st thou guard the prize thy humour won^ 
Long hold thy court in pantomimic state^. * 

And to the equipoise of English fun. 
Exalt the lowly, and biing down the greal. 
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ODE XI. 

FORTUNE TELLING. 
To Laura* 

Th ne quapsicris scire (nefas) qaem mihiy quem tibi< 

X)£AR girl) from cabalistic lore. 
Seek not your fortunes to explore, 

Or find your destinM lover : 
Nor horoscopes^ nor starry skies, 
Nor flattering gypsey prophecies. 

Can e'er your fate discoven 

T^o Fortune's dreaded power resign'd^ 
Endure with philosophic mind^. 

Her favour or her malice : 
Regardless of your future doom, 
Of present life enjoy the bloom. 

And quaff from Pleasure's chalice. 
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To-day the sumny hours dance by. 
Dispensing roses as they fly : 

O snatch them ! for to.morrow, 
Assail'd by temp^ts^ drooping, dead. 
Perchance their flowers may only shed, 

The dewy tears of sorrow. 

Time fiies^-Death threatens to destroy-— 
The wise condense life's scatter'd joy 

Witilin a narrow measure : 
Then, Laura, bring the sparkling bowl^ 
And let us yield the raptar'd soul, 

To langhter, love, and pleasure. 
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ODE XII. 

To Emanuel Swedenborg. 



^em viroBiyWit heroa, lyrti vel ocil. 



What mortal or immortal wight^ 
Man, demon, demigod, or sprite, 

My harp, shall break thy slumbers ? 
Whom Echo o'er Boeotia's hill. 
And Aganippe*s shady rill. 

Shall chaunt in sportive numbers ? 

Mine be the strun that Orpheus pour'd. 
When Heirs grim monarch he implor*d 

Euridice to render : 
And listening Pluto spar*d his life, 
But nearly gare him back his wife^ 

To punish the offender. 



ODE XII. ZHANUEL 8WEDENBOaO« 47 

If songg could bid the dead arise, 
Whom shoatd I sooner eulogise. 

Than Swbdbnbor« the pious ? 
To whom the mystic world wsui shown^- ' 
Of spirits that to us unknown. 

Are eTer skipping nigh us* 



Kone can surpass this ghostly seer. 
Who smoak'd his pipe, or quaflTd his beef 

AboTO with his protectors ; 
None equal, second none to him, 
Who pour*d upon our optics dim 

A cataract of spectres. 

iNezt Lewis, Terror's child, shall come^ 
With Mother Bunch s Fee^fa-fum I 

In goblin tales to rerel—* 
The maid who dragg'd the Monk to hell, 
The bleeding Nun that ran pelUmell 

With Raymond to the devil*. 
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SnccessWe now mj subject boasfs, 
Tlie mated IhmmerstnUh twin ghosts, 

Who fiTall'd one another ; 
One Ikmu to frighten rustics — one 
To perish by a rustic^ gun, 

Who took him for his brother*. 



Soon as he fell, the tumult o'er, 

The gloom was clear'd, their fears no more^ 

The gossip tales were ended ; 
And he that frtghten'd all around, 
(So will*d the Fates) upon the ground 
' Innocuous lay extended, 

* A Hammerenith wag some time ago dressed himself as 
a ghott, and was very succenfal in frighteoing the watchmen, 
and other old women, until he was obliged to realise his own 
disguise in a very unexpected manner. A wiseacre in tlie 
neighbourhood, foigetting that if it were a real ghost he would 
be only throwing away liis powder. If a sham one his life, was 
infiituated enough to fire at and kill the unfortuoate spectre, 
for which he was capitally indicted, and we believe condemn- 
ed to death, bat afterwards pardoned* 
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Who sball the mighty theme prolong ? 
O Clio, patroness of song, 

Say, what successor fit is ? 
Whether Giles Scrogoiivs next shonld comet 
Miss Bailbt, or old Gaffer TuvmBj 

Who sang their own sad ditties. 



To louder Paeans swell the chord. 
Worthy the BiRD-BEHOLniNo Loap) 

So prodigal of fable ; 
Who told us of the hunter sprite. 
That flogg'd itself the live-long nf ght. 

Then gallopp'd from the stable** 



An nncomb'd girl surpassed the peer. 
Who, child of poverty severe. 

In garret dark resided ; 
She gave to life the Cock Lane GhosTj 
A nation's eyes and ears engrpss'd« 

And Johhson's skill defided. 

« SeethetetteiSirttfiMefitelioraLytUetQR. 

D 
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OldSeraich (if parsons teU us true,)- 
With her found boftrd and lodging too^ > ' 

And helped her pranks- to hide well ; 
Till magi^rates^and bishops drove 
This moderit Joumto shift« abo?^ 

The mtnop cheats- of B^idewelL 



O SwEDElsaoius-, the gttardtaii friend 
Of ghostly wigittstpt our prajers attend^ 

And prosper Co Eton's glory* : 
Exalted let his genius shine, 
Second, great steer, alone to'fhine 

ki spiritual story. 



* Our readers cannot have altogether forgotten the Samp* 
ford ghost, whose spiritnality the Rev. Mr. CoUorJBoflTered 
to prove by a wager, having previouslj^ received the depo- 
sitions of Messrs. Chafe, Dodge^ Moony« and Miss Sally, 
who were sworn upon^ a Greek Testament. The Tannton 
Courier commented with a good deal of sarcastic pleasantry 
upon the evidence adduced ; but ihe unearthly visitor was 
not to be exorcised by newspaper criticisms, and redoubled 
his formidable thumpings and bumpings. His comical freaks 
h^ve Utely produie^ir<6r^ti^cal ooittMqaenoee) Ae Exeter 
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Whether the Sampford Ghost to seek, 
He biUs the rasticr swear ki Greek, 

Cha?e*is serrant, wife, and, Talley ; 
Or whether ia the dead of ntght. 
The doors and windows fastened tight, 

He goes' to dodge with Salfy» 

jailor, a man remarkable for strMigth and courage, volan- 
teered to discoTer the jaggle, and to pass a night In the 
haoDted chamber. Armed with a sword and bible, and 
iUumioated by two laige mould candles, (three to the pound,) 
^ took his station, when at the '' very witching time of 
oight," the sword was violently wrenched from his handy 
and the spectre served out to him a specimen of Molynenx's 
right and left hits that would not have disgraced the sable 
hero himself. All this while the assailant was invisible, and 
'* the steeVd jailor, seldom the friend of man/' was still lest 
the friend of goblins; he was carried home in a soit of stnjpor, 
and expired a few days after.— Upon another occasion, 
irhen the knockings under the floor were very loud and 
Hvely, an incredulous rustic took up orte of the boards, and 
stood between the rafters, .when the souiTds instantly ceased ; 
^ O, ho !*' quoth he, ''have I found you oat? I always said 
it was a lame story.*' — But his triumph was short ; he was 
fluted with such a thump on the sole tff the fbot, that he iiad 
« hune story of hii own to cany home to Mi family, and the 



52 HORACE IN LONDON. BOOK U 



E'en Mr. Moon no light could shed, 
1 o tell who 'twas that shook the bed, 

And Carrie^ such a farce on,— . 
A ghost no doubt it was, for no man 
Would thump and kick a silly woman, 

I'o fright a sillier parson. * 



kiiockiDgs iocreaaedy as if resolved to eclipse the noise of 
Don Quixote*8 falling mills. It is not long since an honest 
neighbour called on Mr. C. to Uiogh at hlscredulity* and rea- 
«on him,, if posHble, out of what he called hib nervous delu' 
81008, when lo ! in the midst of their conversation a heavy 
step was heard descending the stain { ** That is the ghost^s 
step,** said Mr. C« drawing his chair close to his visitor. 
Thump! thump i thump I The door opens, footsteps are 
heard loud as -of the ghost In Don Juan, though nought is 
Tisible; they seem to pass between the chain, though touclh* 
ing each other; the sceptic and his friend are unmolested, but 
the ol^^t of this unwelcome visit is soon manifested. Sally, 
or Molly, was at the side-board i they hear blows and screams, 
and hen wthey had courage to approach the poor girl they 
found she had been piteously belaboured about the shoulders, 
after whiph usual exercise of his spleen, perhaps to create an 
appetite, the hobgoblin ** started like a guilty thing," and 
«ed. 
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O Swedcnborg, thy fame is lost, 
CoLTOir has rerified his ghost. 
By wagering a guiaea : 
. In yengeance thou thy wig shalt shake, 
.And make the Taunton Courier quake 
For proving him a ninny* 

Tbe fonale tez eo^rosMs the chief share of hi» pqgiliitic 
dcToin, for which lie has satisfactorily accoantcd in replying 
to qoestions solemnly pat to him both in Greeli and Hebrewp 
(which lie has at his finger^s ends) by divulging that he waf 
mnrdered by his sister^ and will continne to pevwcute the 
•ex nntil the offender is brought to condign punldimentt 
Mco he never molests, unless in self defence^ and upon an 
invasion of his territory. Man-traps have been set in the 
roons for the purpose of catching his ghostly leg, and rat* 
tiaps have been lavishly distributed over tbe bed, in the hope 
of snapping his spiritual flngeTsi but he snaps his fingers at 
Us enemies, and understands trap too well to be canght by 
any human cootri ranee hitherto discovered. When rat-traps 
lUK ezoreising can hardly be expected to succeed, and be 
likes his present quarters too well|to wish to be liHIeted npon 
the Red Sea. 

Thus stands the case at present i the ghost has baffled every 
attempt at an qjeetrndit, and will probably contintte t* 
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frighten the men and belabour the women till be wear out 
his kuckles. Mr« Colton has recently been to London, to 
require the aid of the ecclesiastical police, and has offered 
to frank down to Sampford any adventurer who will enter 
the lists with this airy bruiser, and fib him out of the ring. 
But this is idle; if fil»UDg would do he would have nuokiM 
long since* 
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ODE XIII. 



THE JEALOUS LOVER. 



Com tu, Ly4ia, Telepbi. 

W HEN those e)F€8) in azure spleddottr, 

Sparkle at a rivals fame ; 
When those lips, in accents tender, 

Breathe a hated riiraPs name ; 

Roused to scorn, or sunk in sadn«8S, 
Passion rales withont controul, 

Gloomy rage and jealous madness, 
Gnanr my heart and fire my soul* 

Tears that fall in copious showers^ 
-^ Inward fires too plainly apeak ; 
Reason monms her faded powers. 
Blushes tinge my conscious cfaedi;« 
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When in dreams thy beauty's brightness 

Seems to aid my rival's bliss, 
And his lip thy bosom's whiteness 

Seems to sully with a kiss ; 

** Hold,'' I cry in passion's ferer, 
*^ Flames like his are born of wine ; 

•* Spam the insolent^ deceirer, 
>^ Crush his hop^s, and nourish mine. 

'^ Loosely he thy ronl despises, 
^' Aiming but thy charms to win ; 

^* lie the glittering casket prizes, 
^^ I adore the gem within." 

Lawless lore's a wand'ring yaponr, 

Meteor of a heated brain ; 
Happy they who Cupid's taper 

Light at sacred Hymen's fane. 

Erer joyous, never sated. 

As through life their course they steer, 
Heavenly bliss is antedated—* 

Mutual love can find it here. 
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ODE XIV. 

To Mr. KEMBLE. 

Exhorting him to give yp the tier of Private 

Boxes. 



O oavis, referent in mare te oovl. 

O Remble, agaia you are tost on the seas ; 

For mercy's sake what are you doing ? 
Ketum into harbour, assuage the O. ?% 

Thu tempest may end in your ruin. 

Your seams are ancaulk*d, andyour mainmast is split. 

Your sailors are all in commotion ; 
Tb9 storm of last winter still howls in the pit. 

And Tezes the bosom of ocean. 

« 

Tb all to no purpose the gods to assail, 

They will not afford you a cable ; 
Dame Fashion^ who tempted you out in the gale^ 

May tow you to land if she's able. 
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Melpomene lannch'd you a gallant first rate, 
She seems at joor danger to shudder ; 

Then give up jour gingerbread cabin of state, 
And prudently look to your rudder, 

^8 mister of lasting importance to me. 

Again in smooth water to find you ; 
For certain I am, if you founder at sea, 

Youll not leaTe your equal behind you. 
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ODE XV. 

THE PARTHENON. 

Om tie Dilapidation of the temple of MinerM 

'^ nt AthmB* 



pastor qaQDi Craheret per f reta navibui. 

As Elout o'er die Tiolated waye, 
^poil'd Parthenon, thy marble glories bore. 
While modem Greeks, alas,! top weak to save, 
With silent tears his. sacrilege deplore, 
Wakisd from the dost the deougods of yore. 
With kings and chiefs their spectred forms ujpreat, 
Statt fipom their sepulchres to throng the shore^ 
And ae thej >Tiew the ra^agerX career, 
Pefait to the branding bar]|| and pplpe the shidowy 
spear. 
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Oa speeds the ressel with her guilty prize, 

Till suddea calms arrest her stately sweep ; 

Hosh'd is the expanse of ocean, earth and skies. 

And a new Firmament appears to sleep 

In the smooth mirror of the azure deep. 

When lo ! the ware with sudden splendour glows, 

And while the crew » breathless silence keep, 

Pallas, upstarting from her lon^ repose, 

Frowns on the startled Scot, and prophesies his woes. 



** Ruthless destroyer ! luckless was the hour 
Wheit Athens' Sculptures at thy feet were hnrl'd ; 
Trophies rerered, '^faich hitherto had power 
To win the homage of an awe«struck world ! 
Goth, Vandal, Moslem, had their flags unfurFd 
Around my still unviolated Fane, 
Two thousand summers had with dews impearrd 
]ts marble heights nor left a mouldering stain ; 
H'was thine to ruin all that all had spared in iraiiu 
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% 



*^ The Grecian Deities ftlreftdy tush 
To smite th' iosuUer ^f their rative seftt ; 
Venus for ever tmrs the mod<^st blush, 
I:«OYe's chaste alarms and its endearments wwtBt. 
Mars shall denj the hero's patriot heat, 
Norxan thj ravtsb'd trophies field relief ; 
The household Gods slail frofra on thy retreat. 
And fphen thou seek': t to drown reflection's grief| 
Baechoa shall interdict •blirion't recite brieC 



'^ Lo ! Ocean* b King enguiphs thy rictitn bark*. 
Snatching the relics of his earthly reign 
To deck his coral palaces, and hark ! 
The sea.nymphs sound their shells as they regain 
The shipwreck'd trophies of their monarch's fane. 
So shouldst thou perish with thy guilty freight, 
But that thy life shall be thy greatest bane, 
And Athens' Gods, by thy forewarning fate. 
Shall stay th' unhallow'd hand uprear*d to violate. 

* One of Lord Elgin's yessds was wrecked in tiie Archlpe- 



/ 
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<^ All wbo heboid iny mutilated pile • 
Shall brand its ravager with ;las8ic rage, 
And soon a titled hard fron^ Britain's Isle, 
Thy country's praise anil siitfrage shall engage, 
And fire with Athens* wrings an angry age*. 
Poets unborn shall sing diy impious fame. 
And lime, from history's etecnal page 
Expunging Alaric's and Omar^ name, 
Shall give to thine alone preeminence of shame. 

• See Lord Byron't Childe Harold. 
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OD^.XVI. 

The EDINBURGH REVlEtVERS, 

O Matre piilcrft. fijia pulchrior. 

■ ■ I . . . . .11 ■- ■■■■ ■ .M II t ■» 

O RIGOROUS BOOS of a clime more sereM^ 

If Horace in liOodon offend, 
Unboaf lufc let him perish, unread disappear^ 

But ah ! do not hasten his end. 

Not whisker'd Geramb who wenclty braves. 

In boasting of princely delights^ 
Not Bjowi.avo, when thumping the eiishimi be 
rares, 

Of Beelzebub's capering sprites, 

Are mad as the martyr iuTiting the whips 

Of Poesy's merciless reign, 
Who like Mrs. Brownrigg her 'prentices strips, 

Then kiUs them with famine and pain. 
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'Tis said, when the box of Pandora tew ope, 

A treasure was found underneath : 
It seem'd to the ynlgar a figure of Hope^ 

To poets a laureat wreath, 

Twas this ignis fatuus tempting to roam, 
That lighted poor Burns to his fate ; 

That bade him abandon his plough and his home^ 
To starve amid cities and state. 

Me, too, has the lyrical falkcj fir'd 

To soar upon Horace's wing, 
But to fall in the deep, like the boy who aspir'd 

With Daedalus upwards to spring. 

Repentant, henceforth, I will write like a dunce 

In prose all the rest of my life, 
If you, dread dissectors, will spare me fliis onice 

The smart of your critical knife. 
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ODE XVII. 

THE WELCH COTTAGE. 
To Laura* 

» 

Veloz amienaoi eaepe Lucrctileiiu 

The wood-nymphs crown'd with vernal flow'rs, 
Who roam through Tempe's classic bow'n 

And sport in gambols antic ; 
If e er they quit their native vales, . 
May find around mj cot in Wales 

A region more romantic. 

Green pastures girt with pendant rock, 
Along whose steep my snowy flock 

Adventurously wanders ; 
Impending shrubs and flowers that gleam. 
Reflected in the chrystal stream, 

Which through the scene meanders ; 
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In sylran beauty cbarm the eyes. 
While no ungracious sounds arise 

Of misery or anger ; 
The song of birds, the insect's hum, 
Are ncTer broken by the drum. 

Or trampei^s brazen clangor. 

If sleeping echo starts to mark 
The matin carols of the lark. 

Or sounds of early labour ; 
Again she seeks her calm retreat, 
TkU evening calls her to repeat - 

Hie shepherd's pipe and tabor. . ' 

Whene'er I woo the muse serene, 
Her magic smile ilhimes the scene, 

And brigliter tints discloses. 
But e*en the muse's chaplet fades, 
Unless the hand of Cupid braids 

Her myrtle with his roses. 

Baste then, my Laura, to my bower, 
And let us gire the fleeting hour 
To pknty, love, and pleasure : 
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Where wanton boughs an arbour wreathe 
I to thy melting harp will breathe 
My amatory measure. 

Let not the iowvi yovr soal enthral, 
The crouded rout and midnight ball, 

Those penalties of iaaiiioB : 
If nature still hare power to please. 
Oh ! hither fly to health and ease, 

No jealous fears shall curb your miad^ 
Here sludl no spirit be confin'd 

By prejudiced apinion. 
My Laura here a Queen shall be, 
Ffom «11 conteoi laad bondage fveOy 

8*10 Capid^ «oft d^uioiMf 
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ODE XVllI. 



MERRY AND WISE. 



To Lord Wellington. 



Kallam, Vare, lacr^ irite prim severit arborem. 

O LET not your tumbrils in Portugal's Tallies 
Empurple the dust with the blood of the rine^ 

But spare it that we in coaviTial sallies, 
May bumper your prowess in goblets of wine. 

" • • • 

Embolden'd by Bacchus we vault o'er the hivUin, 
Or snatch, rosy Venus, thy Paphian prize, 

Now led by the gleam of the; Gaul's flashing jaf'llo. 
And now by the blaze of Toluptuous eyes. 

But though the god's banner unfurling its flushes. 
With crimson saffuses hisrotaries' cheeks, 

O let us not tinge them with penitent blushes^ 
By arrogant insults or perilous freaks. 
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InTited by Tbesens in good humourM clatter, 
The Ceotaurs assembled, half man and half beast; 

How quickly the. former was lost in the latter. 
When lewd inebriety darkened the feast ! 

Reflect that the laws of punctilio are cruel, 
And oft to the flash of ungOTern'd excess, 
Succeeds the chill awe of the death.dealing duel. 
The flash of the pistol — the pang of distress I 

No, care.killing god, though I rerel in gladness, 
And brim the gay goblet with sparkling champagne, 

ill not stain your altar with Tictims of madness, 
Nor sacrifice. reason to lei\gthen your reign. 
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ODE XIX. 



PLEJSJNG PETULJNCE. 



Mater ssva CnpicHmnL 

13 A ME Venus, who lives but to rex, 

And Bacchus, the dealer in wine. 
Unite with the love of the sex. 

To harass this poor head of mine. 
Sweet Ellen's the cause of my woe — 

Tis madness her charms to behold ; * 
Her bosom's as white as the snow. 

And the heart it enshrines is as cold. 

Her petulant frowns have more grace 
Than otliers to smiles can impart ; 

The roses that bloom in her face 

Have planted their thorns in my heart. 
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Fair Venus, who sprang from the sea. 
Despising the haunts of renown, 

Leaves Brighton, to frolic wi^ me, 
And spend the whole winter in town. 

I sang of the heroes of Spain, 
Who fight in the Parthian mode ; 

The goddess grew sick at my strain. 
And handed to- Vulcan my ode*: 

" Forbear," she exclaimed, ** silly elf, 
" With haughty HelloiiB to rove. 
Leave Spain* to take care of herse^^ 
Tby song is of Ellen and love.'' 






Come, Love, bring the graces along, 
That Ellen nmyi melt at my -Woes ; 

Let flu»nt Rousseau gild my tongue, 
Andt Chesterfield torn out my toetk 

Ah no ! I must wield other' arms, 
Sweet Ellen, to reign in thy heart ; 

Whefi Love owes^td Nature hi» chaMB, 
How vuin are the lessond' of art!! 
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ODE XX. 

THE BJRD'S BANQUET. 
To George Colman the Younger^ 



Vile potabif modieis Sabioom. 



Accept, comic mor^l, this poor Imitation ; 

Its birth was propitious, tho' humble its claim ; 
'Twas penn'd when the theatre's loud acclamation 

Established for ever your title to fame. 

When London re-echoes the praises of Colman, 
Shall I by mj harp in despondency sit ? 

No Horace in London shall not be the sole man 

Withholding his tribute from genius and wit. 

Then come to my banquet ; 'tis lowly, I know it« 
And no pungent relish the appetite lurep : 

For what can a dull inexperienced j^oet 
Pfoduoe that will tickle a palate like yours ? 
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' Bat as to mj guests, they shall feast upon treasures 
Sufficient to charm the most epicure elf ; 
Mj long bill of fare is a budget of pleasures, 
Ctunprised is oae exquisite item— jrourseff. 



l! 
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ODE XXII. 

THE BAILIFF. 

Il l ■ I ■ ■ I — 

Integer vitae, scelerisqne ponifl* 

J HE pauper poet, pure in zeal, 
Who aims the Muse's cro^n to steal^ 
Need steal no crown of baser sort, 
To buy a goose^or.pay for port. 
He needs not Fortune's poison'd source, 

Nor guard the House of Commons yields, 
Whether by Newgate lie his course, 

The Fleet, King's Bench, or Cold Bath Fields* 
For I, whom late, impransuSy walking. 

The Muse beyond the yerge had led, 
Beheld a huge bumbailiff stalking, 

Who star'd, but touched me not, and fled ! 
A bailiff, black and big like him, 
So scowling, desperate, and grim, 
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No lock.up bouse, the gloomy den 
Of all the tribe shall breed again. 
Place me beyond the verge afar^ 
Where alleys blind the light debar. 
Or bid me fascinated lie < 
Beneath the creeping catchpole V eye ; 
I^ace me where spunging houses round 
Attest that bail is never found ; 
Where poets starve who write for bread. 
And writs are more than poems read ; 
Sdil will I quaff the Muse's spring. 

In reason's spite a.rhynung sinnor, 
1^11 sometifnes ibv a supper sing, 

And sdu^imei whistle for a dianet* 
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ODE XXIlt 

CUPIB'S JNFJTJTJON. 

^ Vital UflBMleo me rinilii,Clllo«« 

As the poet doom'd to linger, 

Phillips i in ihy sho][>'8 retreat, \ . > 
Cash for copyright to finger, 

Eyes with dread the neighbouring Fleets 

Tarns with idle terror pale, if 

Busy crouds his speed molest, 
Thinks each passenger a bailifff 

ETery jostle an arrest ^ 

Thus, dear Chloe, thus you fly me ; 

Prithee bid these fears adieu :— 
How ungenerous to deny me 

What I ne'er denied to yotti» 



ODE XXIII. CUPId's INVITATION. 77 

I'm no ruthless Blue Beard^ daily 

Killing wiYes, again to wed ; 
I*m no giant Mrs. Bay ley*, 

Grinding bones to make mj bread. 

Cnpid. proffers now iove-letterSy 

Cull the roses of his spring, 
And of age for Hymen's fetters^ 

Quit your mother's apron-striiig. 

r * h penonagc well kaowo -to all HbrtMaead ladijcii Jf 

fMhiOB. 
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78 HORACE IN LONDOK. BOOK Ik 



ODE XXIV. 



HORNE TOOKEs EPJTJPH.' 



Qnifdeaiderio sit pudoraiit modua. 



WuAT strain ghall soothe thy shade, departed Tookef 
What topic glad Reform's heart-broken throng t 

Muse of dead Hammond, muse of dead Sir Brook* 
Pour the full tide of elegiac song. 

Beneath a garden's mould (O spot uncouth !) 
Death in perpetual slumber rocks the sage^ 

jSariour of syntax, speaker of home truth, 
Pridei shame, and martyr of a thankless age. 

Gale Jones and Jones Burdett deplor*d his fall, 
But thine, dear knight, is sorrow's heaviest shower; 

Who now shall tinge thy scattered ink with gall ? 
Who prompt thy studies in a second Tower i 
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Of Phcebas' son thou ne'er hast learn*d the tricks, 
Whose potent drug the dead from death retrieTei ; 

Thy seer, close guarded on the shores of Styx, 
Swells the black cattle of the God of Thieves* 

'Us hard — but watching for the hnman soul, 
Troops of blue devils hover o'er the globe ; 

TriijlL them, and quaff from resignation's bowl 
Whi^t Job's kind hearted friends prescribed to Job, 
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ODE XXV. 

MY GODWIN! 

Parcioi jonctas qiiatiant fenectniH 

' — — 

Our Temple youth, a lawless train, 
Blockadmg Johnson's window pane^ 
No longer laud thy solemn strain, 

My Godwin! 
Chaucer's a mighty tedious elf, 
Fleetwood liyes only for himself ^ 
And Caleb Williams loves the shelf, 

My Godwin ! 

No longer cry the sprites unblest, 
^^ Awake ! arise ! stand forth confess'd V 
For fallen, fallen is thy crest, 
My Godwin ! 
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Thy nifise for meretfidous feats, 
Does quarti^'peaince now ia sheets, 
Or clpathing parcels roams the streets, 
:£ My Godwia ! ^ 

Thy #ain0'at .Lima's lamp thon Ughjt'st, 
Blank is the verse tliat'thou jn^iCst, 
Thj play is dama'd, yet still thott WTit*st» 

My Godwin ! 
And still to wield the grey goo^e qnill. 
When Fhoebns sinks, to feel no chilly 
<< With me is to be Wely still/ 

My Godwin I 

Thy winged steed (a bit of blood) 

Bore thee like Trunnion through the flood^ 

To leave thee sprawling in the mud^ 

My Godwin ! 
Bat carries now, with martial trot, 
In glittering armonr, Walter Scott^ 
A poet he — which thou art nbty^ 

My Godwin ! 

■ 

< 
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Nay, naj) forbear these jealous wails^ 
Tho* he's upboroe on fashtoa's gales^ 
Thy heajfy bark attendant im1s> 

My Godwin ! 
Fate each by different streams eonyeyti 
His skiff in Aganippe plays^ 
And thine in Lethe's whirlpool stn^s^ 

My Godwin I 
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ODE XXVI. 



The STRAW BONNET, 



Musis amicii8> tristitiam et metns* 



BxLOV£D bj the Nine, I leate care till to-morroW| 
And cull pleasure's roses while yet in their bloom; 

The winds that blow round me shall dissipate sorrow. 
And dri?e the blue devils to Pharoah*s red tomb. 

Thy Emperor, Gaul, may astonish the nations, 
While Neptune forbids him to Britain to roam^ 

He's free to sow discord in German plantations. 
Then marry, the better to reap it at home, 

Te Museft, who bathe in clear fountains, and dwell in 
The regions of rhyme with Apollo aboye^ 

Oh ! aid me to sing of my faTourite Ellen^ 
And warble in chorus the accents of lore* 
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Come, weaTe me a chaplet to deck lior straw bonnet, 
Tho' small the applause that your labour secures ; 

For snre, if there's faith in mj sight or my sonnet^ 
Her roses aod lilies are'brigbteir than your^s. 
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ODE XXVIf. 

THE BUMPER TOAST, 

Natiiifl iisam letiti scyphit* 

AwAY with dull politics ! pryth'ee lfet*8 talk 
Of somethiog to set all the dab in a titter 

The aim of conyivial meetings we baulk, 

When thuB we oar sweetest enjoyments embitt^. 

Fill, fill ap a hamper, be merry and wise, 

And check these dissentions before they too far 

get; 
Say, Colonel, what pretty girl's arrowy eyes 
Have chosen yonr heart for their amorous target I 

Refuse ! then the bottle no farther shall pass : 
Nay, hang it, this chilling reserve is a folly. 

I*m suse *tis no cherry cheek'd nursery lass. 
No three per cent, dowdy, no demirep DoUy» . 
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Come) whisper ; my ear is as safe as the Bank, 
Where all that goes ia is for ever impounded. 

What, Lucy ! adzooks ! tiien your prize is a blank ; 
With imps in blue jackets for life you're 8ur« 
rounded* 

Mrs. Clarke's costly freaks she will presently beat. 
And if you don't quit the extraragant wench, 

Ton'il soon quit the Army to starve in the Fleet, 
Or change your own seat for his Majesty's Bencb^ 



t * 
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ODE XXVIII. 

. LUCRETIUS JND DR. BUSBY. 

Te marii et tcrrfe nmneioqae carentis arenv* 

*^ LiVQtLvnvBy tho' thjT numbers could embiaoe'' 
(Thus Bivby spoke) ** the secret plans of Fate, 

Ijaj bare the haonts of matter, form, and space, '. 
And all creation in thy song create ; 

O'er iby dead stanzas now Arachne weaves 
Her web to hide thee- from a buzzing crowd i 

Dishonourable dust o'erspreads thjr leaves, 
And Hermes wri^thte fn oblivion'ji shroud.? 

To whom Lucretius-**' fugitive and fleets 
Religion's dogmas yield to age's tooth ; 
Like the loose sand beneath Achilles^ feet, 
' They shift or orumble at th6 touch of trutik . 
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Each mystic zealot heainenward points the waj^ 
Heayen mocks alike the artist and the art : 

Where is thy solar system, Tjcho Brahe ? 

Where now ihj eddjing Tortices, Des Cartes ? 

Somet dreaming seers, with angels converse hold. 
Some, teiz'd bjr Satan, Faith's palladium guard. 

Paine, Priestley, sleep io transatlantic mo^ld, 
And Godwin slumbers in Saint Paul's Churchyard. 

Obe night o'ershadows systems old.aiPid new^ * ^ 

J>eath to one fatal feny all consigns^ 
Ai|d not a head amid the sapient crew, 

But whisgers, iite^tite^ with Proseipiiie'tf; 

Me, to<f, death summons to my kindred soil,' 
philosophy's new lamp outdazzles mine : 

Ontdazzles ! no, dipped in thy midnight ott ^ 

My glimmering taper yet again may 8hinei» 

Arouse thee, rhymster, bid thy boy rehearse. 
And, whilst around thy drowsy audience nod« 

Lest the pale urchin mar thy labour^ rerse, 
Wield o'er his tremhliog head tliy grand^ire's todu 
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So may Apollo ia Queen Ann Street West 
Fall o'er thy muse his warbling choir uncage, 

Names fill thy index, Plutus fills thy chest, 
And dedication smooth thy hot.press'd page. 

Hah ! doabt*8t thou, recreant ? does thy lazy wit 
To snatch my yerse from Lethe's pit refuse ? 

Then may new Drury's widely yawniug pit 
Overwhelm thy urchin, and engulph thy muse, 

I^At threat preTails— thou sweep'st thy classic 
chords ; 

Land we the Gods 1 Lucretius now is free ; 
Come afflLuent commoners, come pursy lordt, 

Down widi your dust, to sh^e the dust from me," 



r 
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The TERMAGANT. 
To Lucy. 

Icci bealis nuoc Anibam invidei. 

Ah) Lucy, how changed are my prospects in life. 
Since first you awakened loYe*s flame ! 

So humble a bride , such a petulant wife, 
Gadsooks 1 I scarce think you the same^ 

That badge which the husband's ascendance securely 
(The poor sans culottes never wore 'em) 

You arrogate now as prescriptiTely yours. 
In spite of all sense and decorum. 

No longer your smile like a sunbeam appears, 

But clouds your fair yisage deform, 
Which quiclily find Tent in a deluge of tears, 

Or burst into thunder and storm. 



jODE XKIX. TH£ TEKftfAGANIt. Ql 

O ! who will now questibn that Venus's dorei 

Transformed to a Yultarey may feed 
On the sensitive heart of the victim of love, 

Condemned in close fetters to bleed ; 

Suice yon whom so lately an angel 1 thought, 

Now actijig the termagant's part^ 
Exult o'er the letters which wedlock has wrought, 

And tear without mercy my heart. 

Tour temper is changed from serene to perrersej 
Tonr tongue from endearment to clatter : 

I took you for better, as well as for worse^ > 
But find -you are wholly the latter* 
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ODE XXX. 

PRIVATE BOXES. 
Wiitten during thejirst 0. P. war.< 

O VeniUy repna Cnidi Paphiqoe. 

O Venu8, Queen of Dniry Laiie ! * 
Soft partizaa of amorous doxies. 

O'er tall Soho no longer reign, 
But pi^tjonize pur PrtTate Bo^^eir 

Let Cupid, ardent chaperon. 

To Hart Street light the London gracef. 
As loose of manners as of zone, 

With bosoms bare, and brazen faces. 

Bring with thee, d^me, a tempting show 
Of girls fantastic, gay, and jolljr ; 

Age without thee is sapient woe, 
And with thee youth is joyous follJ^ 



ODE XXX. 



1»RIVATB ^OXES; 



9$ 



Bring, too, the footpad demigod, 
Who oitce ontwitted wise Apollo ; 

O'er paths by tmant Venus trod) 
Sly Mercury b sore to follow* 



. "^ 
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ODE xxxr. 

TO APOLLO. 

4^id dcdicatam pcwdt Apollineni* 

vY HAT asks the bard who first invades 

With votive verse Apollo's shrine. 
And lulls with midnight serenades 
Thee, male duenna of the Nine ? 

Kot ven'son, darling of the church. 
Mutton will serve his turn as well ; 

Nor costly turtle dress'd bj Birch — 
He spurns the fat to sound the iheU» 

Fearing to trust to dubious stocks^ 
Re ne'er invests his money there, 

And views with scorn the London Docki^ 
Perched on his ca«tle in the air. 



f^DE XXXI. TO APOLLO* 9T 

Ye sanburnt peasantry of Gaul, 

Go prune yonr Tines for Norfolk's lord ; 

His joyial table welcomes all, 

And laughing plenty crowns Ihe board* 

Favourite of Baccbus I see him lay 
His comrades senseless on the floor. 

And then march soberly away, 

With bottles three, ay, sometimes four. 

My skill in wines is quickly said, 
I drink them but to make me merry ; 

Claret and Port alike are red, 
Champagne is white, and so is sherry* 

Grant me, ye powers, a middle state, 
Remote from poverty and wealth i 

Above the poor, below the great, 
A body and a mind in health* 

And when old Time upon this head 
His snowy bounty shall impart. 

Oh grant that he may never spread 
Iti freeaing influence to myj heart. 
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ODE XXXII. 



To the COMIC MUSE. 



pohdmw^ A quid vacni tub umbrA. 

Sweet Muse ! beaeatli ApoIlo*s ray, 
ilf ever I, your charms adoring, 

Begot a jocund roundelay, 
vClie noisy gods thought worth encoring' 

« 

Come now, and with your archest smile '' 
Inspire, sweet maid, a comic ditty, 

Something in Colman^s humorous style. 
And just about one third as witty. 

By either sisiter lor'd, caress*d, 
He, gay deceiver, picks and chases : 

To serte two masters is no jest, 

But' he contrives to serre two musetL 



Kow he poartrays the man of pelf, 

UnmoT'd by Yarico's disaster \ 
And now the Latln.qnoting elf, 

Still cn^6g to the w^thiest master. 

To Afric's snhiy plain conrey'd. 

To paint the ardent Moor's distressoSy 

He toys with Suiia^ dingy maid, 
with %jei as sable as her tresses. 

Frdni graTe to gay he lot es to fly, 
Whilst I with yon alone would tarry ; 

A constant Colonel Standard I, 
And -he a volatile Sir Htfrrjf. 

O pride of Pliaebas ! hearenly fair ! 

Rare yisitant at great men's tables, ' 
Whose smiles can make old fashion'd Care ^ 

Doff| for a while, his snit of sables^ 

EoroU me on your jovial staff, 
Sworn foe to sentimental sadness. 

And I will live to Ioto and laagh. 
And wake the lyre to yon anS gladness. 
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ODE xxxiir. 

CROSS PURPOSES. 

' ■ ■ 1 1 PI III »ii— » I I I < m ••* ^— c^i^i 

Albi, ne doleas pins nimio, memor. 

±u folly yourself and your readers to reZ^ 
With verses as feeble and bald as old Q« ; 
Tour Fanny but echoes the creed of her ^ez^ 
Preferring a yoiu^ger Adonis to 7oip« 

Amanda, the mild, fi^lloirs N^d through the Bark, 
From KeDsiagtjDa Gardens to Cumberland Gate, 

Tet Ned, an ungrateful and TolatUe sparky 
Adores a riragp, and truoUes to SLata. . 

But sooner the shark from West Indian seas - 
Shall sw|m in a bowl, and by children be fed, 

Than Kitty, as rampant aa Pope'ct Eloise, i 
Surresftler thfi mistress, anA wrry witl^ Ned* . 



ODE XXKIII. «ROSS FURPOSES. S9 

So wUls Madam Yemns : site's ^Yer delighted 
To join young and old in one wearisome yoke, 

llien tortures the bosom with flames unrequited. 
And thinks our misfortunes an excellent joke. 

Why cannott I loye pretty Susan, or Polly, 
Or gentle Nannette, or dear sensitiTe Jane ? 

Hie answer, alas ! but exposes my folly— 
I court loTely Ellen, and court her in Tain. 

I'd give all I'm worth to be able to hate her ; 

She smiles, and I picture consent in her eye. 
When, cold and deceitful as ice to a skaiter, 

Ske tempts me to pleasure, but leaves me to die* 



t ft 
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ODE XXXIV. 



CCELBBS JN SEJRCH OF A fVIFE. 



Piarcui Dconim caltor eC infineqneM^ 

Inveigled by Hume, from the Temple of Truths 
From Piety's sheepfold a stray lainb, 

I laugh'd and I sang, a mere reprobate youth, 
As seldom at cburch as Sir Balaam. 

But now through a crack in my worldly wbe head 

A ray of new light sheds a blaze, 
And back,, with the speed of a zealot, I tread 

The wide metaphysical maze. 

Of late through the Strand as I saanter*d away, 

A curricle gare me new life, 
For oh ! in that curricle, spruce as the day, 

Sate CcELEBs in search of a Wife \ 



i 
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Majestic as thunder he roll'd Uirongh the air, 

His horses were rapidlj driren ; 
I gaz'd like the pilgrim in Vanitj Fair^ 

When Faithful was snatch'd into Heaven. 

Load bellowed the monsters in Pidcock's abyss, 
Old vagabond Thames caught the souadi ' 

It shook the Adelphi, it scarVl gloomy Dis^ 
And Styx swore an oath undergroundt 

{The puritan rises, philosophy faUs; ; 

When touch'd by his harlequin rod ; 
The cobler and prelate from separate stills, 

Chaunt hymns to the young demigod. . -r 

The l^eardless reformer lefiyes London behind, 
He wanders o'er woodland and common, 

And dives into depths theologic to find 
That darkest of swans — a white woihail. , ' ' 

The Pilgrim of Bungan felt wiser alarms^i* 
Hb darling at home could not bind him ; 

*Twas Death and the Devil when Tock'd In her arms, 
'Twas Heaven— when he left her behind him. 
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ODE XXXV. 



To Fortune. 



O Diva^ gratum quae regit AnUuoi. 



^»aaMa^aW*Hh^a^rf% 



Go»DEss ! by gtMefiil gfolU adored, 
Whose iw4uid caa make a clown a lord^ 

And lot ds to coachmen hmnblo : 
Whose Midas touch onr gold bapptijeSi 
Then bids our wealth in paper risei 

Rise 7 sounds! I should say tamble I 



Thee harUng Fire Assurance baMs ; 
With face as brazen as her plates * 

«hirin th:|! lobby lingers t 
But fire, ahis i to smoak wiU turuy. 
And sharers, Ibough no houses burn, 
. Are siix^ toburn theijc fingenk 



'J 



\ 



In troubled water otben fish, 

Locks, docks, canalS) their utmost wish ; 

They've welcome if they love it : 
They who on water money lend. 
Can seldom manage, in the end> 

To keep tiieir heads abore it* - 



VHko sinks in earth but sinks in cash ; 
'Tis to make nothing but a smash^ 

Do nothifigy bat undoing : 
New bridges halt amid the flood, 
Jiew roads desert us in the mu^^ 

And tarn oat ** roads to rain/* 



The kaatisk crew, In buMles skiU'd^ 
Neat, high in air ibeh castles Imid ; 

Bat^r, too# mocks their trouble : 
BalJDoni to earth too quickly slope, 

WiirsoBfs Gas, like Wivdsob^i Soap^ 
When blown, appears a bid>ble. 
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Oh Fortane ! in tby giddy march 

Kick down (and welcome) Highgaie ArcK 

But be content with one ill« 
When from the gallery ruin nods^ 
Oh ! whisper silence to th« gods^ 

And.spare the Mu^ Tunnci^t 

Grim bankruptcy thy path besets, ' 
With one great seal and three gaaettti 

Suspended from her shoulders : 
Diggers and miners swell her train, 
Who having bored the earth in Tain, 

Now bore the poor share^holdert^* 

» 

While vulgar dopes C6m|)eird to pay, 
Decoy'd too far to fly away^ 

: Are caught and pluck'd like tame ducks^ 
Their pools of fbiicied wealth are lake^ . ' . 
^herein their cash makes ducks and drUi^, 

Till they themseyes are lame ducks. 

• TMs allades to » ridicnlooi Farce, called HiouoaTB 
TuMMBL, which met with undcflerved fiiToratfhe time of its 
tppearance, and it now detervedlj fonotten* 
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Farces like those to fend adrift. 
Blind Goddess^ give my farce a lift, 

And bid me touch the Spainish : 
Too weak to brave the critics' scorn, 
So shall it serre the weak to warn» 

And quack impostors banish. 

Too long from Ketch's halter freed. 
At onr expence, each black-legg'd steed 

Has fktten*d with his brother 9 
Gorged with their asinine repast, 
May they, like Duncan's stud, at last 

Spare us, and eat each other. 



f5 
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ODE XXXVI. 

THE GAOL DBLIFERY. 

« 

£t thnre et fidibus juvaL . 

> 

S^&AVB the fiddteSy hnbi the glaaaes ; 

Jove be8ii#ijv!'d^ to sweetealife^ 
Claret) ipusi^^ >dke^ and kfiSM ; 

Fill abov^ and: baaiah stdfe. 
Find some focd wbo ap^.hfs betteniy 

Bid him cook a tayern treat ; 
Blithest of insolvent debtors, 

Florio issues from the Fleet. 

Mark with what a merry mazzard, 
Nightlj poaching where they list, 

Elbow-shaking sons of hazard 
Shake his honorable fist. 
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But his brothery gay md jolly» 

Simpera witk siacerest glee : 
Sons of the same mother, FoUj^ 

Who can wonder thej agree? 

Tap we now onr heets in dancing 

Tipsily along the floor : 
When the bntgandy's adTancing^ 

Heel taps shall exist no more* 
Thornton, aid us in our waltzing ; 

Aid uSy Bacchus, in our reels : 
If we stumble, why the fault s in 

Polish*d floors and braieniieels* 

Bring burnt toast and pepper' d derils, 

Dry proYOcatives to drink ; 
Smile, Aurora, on our revels. 

Fill the bowl, boys, to the brink. 
In a jovial hob and nob let 

Kitty with the youth contend, 
Quafi^, like Ammon's son, the goblet :— * 

Joy to our unprison'd friend I 
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Kitty on each iiTal brother 

Turns in turn her leering ejre. 
Dubious whether this or f other 

Best deserves h^r tender sigh. 
Should Old Nick hereafter waver. 

To decide, like KHty, loth, 
Horace, as a special favor, 

To his care surrenders^-both. 
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ODE XXXVII. 



LOB'S POUND. 



The Poet rejoiceth in the return of IranquHKiy, 
after the impriionment of Sir Francis Burdett 
in the Tovber. 



Kane eit bibendum, nniic pede liberow 

^^ Now broach ye a pipe of the best Malroisie/' ' 

Tifl sold at the Marmion tarern ; 
Come, feast upon turtle, and sin^ a Scotch glee^ 
And dance round the table hi grand jubilee, ' 

Like so many hags in a carer n« 

nis wrong to draw corks in tiie midst of a row^ 
Old Port is the devil when shaken ; 

The caption was novels I needs nnist allow ; 

An Englishman's house was Ms castle tBl now, • i 
But castles are now and-tiien taken. ■ - 



a. ^ 
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Sir Francis had sipp'd Popularity's dram — 
Such drnnlgirda urill ne^er be quiet ; 

He said, '^ Mr/ Serjeant, yoar warrant's a sham ; 

Upheld by the rabble I'll stay where I am." 
So London was all in a riot. 

But 8009 Mr. Seigeant surmounted the basement. 

Which only made John Bull the gladder ; 
For ^ack he was push*d, to his utter amazement, 
The baronet" smird when he sa w fr o m t h e c asement 
His enemies mounting a ladder. 

At l^Bf^ all 'the ocAstlibles btofce IB bdow ; 

Quoth Gibbs, '^ U i&le^ depend onV* 
Thus riHii^ in ehaee of a Do«'or a.Roe, < . , 
The flying bunbtiiliffxijjBft^^^My/^^dli^Aor ' 

And seizes th« IndsleM debndaut* 

Sir Fmuity det^mia'^d Ae iff^eeiim ta tryi 

Was q^ieitlj^ vQadfa%.lai¥ latia-; . 
Not abtej?«sld?iii««ofolse Aot willing to.fiy» 
He sacn: att tte AHdiaitkeiii forces draw nin^l^ 

As firnLaa'tiiQidlair that Iw sat in- 



^ 



V 
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His lady was by, and-she play'd on her Inte, 

And suDg '< WUl you come to the bower ?^* 
The Serjeant at Arms^ who was hitherto mate, 
Advanced and eKehiim^,^like ai^Ti^^naiar'd brute, 
*^Slr Knight, will you come to the Tower 9** 

He mounted the carriage, by numbers oppress'd^ 

But first». withr a d ubi o us intention, 
Lil^e Queen Cleopatra*, he secr^tty pi^ess'd 
Two serpents, in tender adieu, to his breast, 



. < t ,; , _ I 



I 
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*Tis thus other Wimblied^ftihcvrcif A i^Uala * / < < • 

The summ;i.Qfipo8ftn8¥>n4 ffme/; .. ., i 
They dodge their pursuers through alley and lane^ 
But when they discQivec fffwAm^ is w^ 
They k|c)^ up a 4wtiSnddi9 |aiBe« 



/' J .•'*:•' .1 ■ : ' ' ••• * -Itl ' » 
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ODE XXXVIII. 

THE BILL OF FARE. 

• 

JPfenicw odi p«er apparata^ 

- • ^^^ 

Hbrk, Waiter, Pit dine in thb box ; 

IVe look'd at your loDg bill of fare 
A Pytbagofean it shocks 

To riew all tbe nuities there* 

I'm not orerbnHben'd witii cash, 
Roast beef is the dinner for me ; . 

Then why should I eat co/tpotA, 
Or why should t eat calipee 9 

Your trifle's no trifle, I ween, 
To customers prudent as I am ; 

Tour peas in December are green. 
But I'm not so green as to buy 'em. 
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With Teii*8on I seldom am fed- 
Go bring me the sirloin, you ninny ; 

Who dines at a guinea a head 

Will ne'er by his head get a guinea. 



o 



1J4 HdltACE 11^ LOKDOK. WOOK JU 



e 



BOOKIL ODEL 

THE FIRST O. P. WAIL 
To Mr. Kemble. 



Motnm ex MeteBo consule ciTicniib 

When ciyil commotton beleaguers the tiume. 

When tempests assail aged Lear, 
When the ghost of old Hamlet amazes the Dane^ 
In Richard the cruel, or Hotspur the Tain, 
O when shall jour equal appear ? 

The wreath of applause what philosopher scorns i 

* 

^is a wreath of the sweetest moss roses ; 
But when it the brow of an actor adorns. 
The public will mix a few good.natur*d thorns, 

To tickle his ears when he dozes. 



ODC I,. THE riBST O. P. ITAlk ' t'SS 

Awhile t* yonr tiieatipe ntm Hd adieu ; 

Fly, fly from the tumult andifot ; 
Attempt not your iarnneheoa and «laff to tetkeWf 
3^ givo them tO' Tdwirs^ d^ to help to smMoe 

The foes to new priee» aad quiet. 

For hark !• what a dieoovd of bugfles and bells^ ' * 
What whifiding^ and springing of ruttl«» Y ' 
What^creaming, aadgreuniug, and hissing, and yells. 
Till' madi-headed Mamnba his y Ictim^ impels 
To scufle^ roW) riot, and battles. 

And now from the bwnielcs of B«w Street^ aibeft t* 

A lihnd under PooiistfiMl and'<9ii^r^ 
WuTO high their giit staveu^ wliHe the dull soun^g 

thwack: 
Falls frequent and thick on tli0 enemies^ titoek, 
Or Tisits their pate with a merry.ton'd crack, 
' Xh aid oir king Johu iida die Pbiyers.: 

The BUMngsgale MUMfSi iHdignatittO'iiid ! 

Ctlalinil and ilddietu f^om PUfis 
Usurping their plae^^ in levei^ have cdmMn/'d 
To kick up this dust in the popular mind. 

So fatal to Kemble and Harris. 



116 HQIACE JN I4>NI>OK. BOOK II. 

Wlmt tnrlj lirown beat kas not gladly received 
llie misen who old prices stick to ? 

At Bow^Street wlmt knight is not sorely aggriey'd ? 

WhefeChristians arecross'd. Unbelievers bpUev'd— ^ . 
Oh story << mirabile dicta T 

To mix in this waiffure,' regardless of fear, 
What 'prentice or clerk is unwilUog ? 
From Smithfield and Wapping what heroes appear^ 
Who fight, I acknowledge, for all they hold dear, ^' 
When the object of war'4 the last shilling. 

What fists of defiance the pngtUsts wield !' 

What Jews have not had bloody nos^s I 
What rictim of law, who to Mainwaring yields, 
But gladly for ever would quit Cold B^th. Fields 
Tp fight here ^\ pro ahzs et fecis"' ? 

But gently, my muse, hush your angry ton'd lyre ; 

From rows so disgraceful remove ; 
And seated fit home by y<wt own parlour fire. 
Let Beauty* and Bacchus yout numbers inspire 

To melody^ laughter, and iove. 



ur 



ODE II. 



To the JVamtead Lucullus* 



■•^■^■■VMk^HlK 



Nnllatargento color eH aTarifi. 



F we don't make manure of our mone^^^ 
And spread it that others may tbriT^i 
lis useless as ungather'd hooey 
Neglected to rot In the hive* 

Fame, trampling on ribbons and garters. 
And scofHog at guineas as dross, 

Lifts o*er the rich reprobate Chajrtres^ 
The poor penefactor of Ross. 

To govern your mental diseases 

Is boasting a far wider way, 
Than if you could double your leases. 

And Blenheim to Wanstead cpnyey. 
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Witli dropsical feyers nnliealtlif. 
Our drinking increases onr thirst ; 

E'en svch is the fate of the wealth jt^ 
By qnenchlesB cupicKtjr eors'd. 

The nob on the ninth of Noyembeff 
Who shout at the Mayor and his mace, 

Suppose him the happiest member, 
Of Fortune's gay liyeried race. 

Qvck fancies can neyer inyeigle 
Iften CBMt in phtlosoj^'is inonld ; 

They, stem as the sun*daring eagle^ 
Gaze firm tad onda^zled pn gold* 



llfi 
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ODE III. 

Philosophic enjoymenTm 

» 
■ ■■II I i^~^^ I I 1 ■ a 

^nam memento rebus in arduif. 

To H* JB* .~^ Esq. 

• * 

When Fortune, fickle jade's ankiad^ 
Preserve the. pbilosdphic mind, ' 

Tlmlidigiitfes it^.ibiBarer ; 
And when the goddess opes her hand. 
Receive the purse, but scorn the band 

That bliBcb its sub^^et weaarer* 

» 

Whether condiBma'4 bjr fate's dec^ree, 
To toil in town, and learn, like me^ 

£cono^ijr feom Rumford ; . 

Or bless'd in all .th^ jqn d^^ire^ 
Living, as now, a jovial squire. 

In luxury and comfort. 
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■ 

In Windsor's green romantic glades. 
The ^^ Monarch's and the Muses" shades, 

B7 silver Thames reclining, 
Vnfetter'dnow your mind may soar. 
On Aganippe's hallowed shore, 
* The muse's wreath entwining* 

« 

Quaff, while you may, your choicest wine, 
Let beauty and ihe Mise combine 

To crown your classic leisure ; 
Snatch what the fickle fates supply, 
Enjoy the roses 'ere they die, 

And gif e a loose to pleasure* 



Death' pays no deference t6 name^ 
Peasant or Prince 'tis all the same ; 

Ufispaiing king of terror, 
His warrant cannot be d^y*d, 
Nor his proceedings quas^'d or stay'd 

By amy writ of erro^r. 
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Your heir, perchance, when yoa're removed^ 
Improving on what you improred, 

To give his taste expansion, 
Maj fell your groves, implant the lawn^ 
And with a newer grace adorn 

Your metamorphos'd mansion. 

Grim Cerberus at random snaps ; 
Life is a stage laid out in traps, 

A pantomimic vi&ion ; 
Some live to see the curtain drop^ 
And down i»ome prematurely pop, 

Like Banquo's apparition. 
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ODE IV. 

V 

THE JCTRESS. 

■ I. ■ . . 

Ne Bit aDcillae tibi amor pudori* 

An Actress ! well, I own 'tis true, 
But why should that your lore subdue^ 

Or bid you blush for Polly ? 
When all within is sense and wortb. 
To care for modes of life, or birth, 

Is arrant pride and folly* 

r 

A Polly, in a fomoer age, 
Resigned the Captain, and the stage, 

To shine as Bolton's Duchess. 
Derby and Craven since have shown 
That virtue builds herself a throne, 
. Ennobling whom she touches. 
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In each hew pantomime that's hatch'd. 
The Cohimbine is qnickly saatch'd 

To wed some wealthy suitor : 
»Tis *^ all for love, the world well lost*— 
Whai pupil calculates the cost. 

When passiion is the tutor i 

Why, all the world's a stage, attd we. 
Its pantomimic pageantry, 

Change places and conditions : 
Fortune's the magic Harlequin, 
Whose touch difiuses o'er the scene 

Fantastic transpositions. 

Your Polly in her reins may bear 

The blood, perchance, of London's Mayer, 

Who smote the King's reviler ; 
Whose mace a monarch's life secures^, 
But slays an ancestor of yours, 

In knocking down Wat Tyleh 
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She wbo is artless, chaste, refin'd^ 
Disinterested, pure in mind, 

Uoboil'd with vice^s leaTen, 
Has that nobility within. 
Which kings can neither give nor win ; 

Her patent is from beaten* 

« 

Discard jonr donbts-^your suit prefer ; 
You dignify yourself, not her, 

By honourable passion : 
And if your noble friends should stare, 
CrOy bid them show a happier pair 

Among the fools of fashion* 
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ODE V. 

THE UNFLEDGED MV&E. 



Kondam tobacU ferre jagum valet* 

1 ouE Muse is too yoong for ihe trade^ 

Forbear the poor soqI to caress : 
The tender, the delicate maid 
WiU die by the weight of the press* 

Still let her on Pegasus stray, ' 
But pace, in a canter at moat^. 

The meadft of La Belle Assemblee, 
The Ladies* Museum and Post; . ^ 

To critical batteries blind. 
How many a volunteer muse, 

Her magazines leaying behind, 
lias met with her death ia reriews. 
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Then weigh well the pros and the cons. 
Shew nought of the goose but it's quiU ; 

<9ret tribute from critical doos, 

And then touch the Spanish at wili^ 

Ihen gallop, of canter, or trot, 
Your muse will the labour endure^ 

Fight eap.a*pied heroes with Scott^ 
Woo 9ensitiTe beauty with Moore. 

llien rhjrmlng, or prosing, or soft, 

Or nigged, jour thoughts you may blab f 

Write egotist essajs with Loft, 
Or^WPrkhouse heroics with Crabber 

While booksellers kindle yotfr wr»^ 

And puff your funereal fires. 
Your flq|in,e shall continue to buriik^ • 

Long ^ter your fuel expires* 
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ODE VI. 

THE CLASSIC FILL J. 

Septimi, Gades aditnre dicciiiq, 

I ■■ ■ ' ^ ^ ■ ■ ■■ 

AlusB| at whose gate IVe oft times knock'd; 

In fancy's dream thy charms caressing ; 
Whose tiiaid my dignity has shock'd 

As oft^ by answering, Sir, she's dressing. 

O'er my last lay thy gold dnst. shake, 

A guinea for each line I spin is 
The Lowest farthing 1 can take ; 

The whole will cost three thousand guineas* 

Thus let me write from youth to age, 
And when the critics dub me Crasius^ 

With a \oyi bow I'll quit the stage* 
And sport a Yilla near Parnassus, 
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Safe from adversity's attacks, 

There let me quaff from Phoebus' chalice> 
In a snug house, like trusty Mac*s^ 
.. Adjoiaing to my soyereiga*^ palace* 

Bat if the envious fartes refase, 
And dub my tuneful swan a rayen. 

Pack thy portmanteau, injur*d muse, 
And seek with me Britaania's haven* 

A lane near Cripplegate extends, 

Grub Street 'tis cali*d, the London Pindus, 

\V^here, but that Bards are seldom friendsj 

Bards might shake hands from adverse wiadowf. 

There Thyrsis tunes his oaten reed, 

(Nought oaten else to make him merry), 

There grave Virginia smokes her weed, • 
And Juniper distils his berry. 

All loftier tenants I discard, 

I soar to catch Apollo's favour ; 
The attic floor shall prop the bard, 

And attic salt his porridge savour. 



{ 
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Ajid when the poet's goal F reach, 

With bodj lean and tunic shabby, 
Chaunt, widow'd mute, my dying speechy 

And shroud my ashes in the abbey. 
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ODE VII. 

AN OLD JCQUAINTANCE. 

O saepe mecum tempos in nltimodi. 

Uif ! whence are 70a comep 

My cronj, my chum, 
In boyhood's bright sun-shiney weather ? 

What shock of the spheres^ 

After so many years, 
Has thrown ns again both together ? 

How oft yon and I 

Haye drank ourselves dry, 
Till mounting high over our heads, 

Morn enter'd the casement, 

And stared with amazement. 
To ftnd tts not yet in our beds. 



ODE VI r. AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE. iSl 

One night at the British, 

We grew rather skittish. 
And sallied out fighting the rabble ; 

Bat the guardians of nighty 

Put our valour to flight. 
And I lost my hat in the squabble. 

Fair cloud-coTer'd Venus, 

Intruding between us, 
Me carried away from the battle ; 

While you left at large, 

Returned to the charge, 
And bore off a lanthorn and rattle. 

'Tis six— come and dine, 

And over our wine 
We'll talk of our juvenile laurels ! 

What boys we were then ! 

But now we are men, 
And seldom engage in street quarrels. 

At twelve let us sup, 
We'll not keep it up 
All night, like your rake-helly rapters ; 



1 
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At three, or half after, 
The goddesa of laughter, 
Shall bear off the empty decanters* 



Well talk of our gambolt> 

Oar riots and rambles, 
Till Phcebus looks oot of his garret ; 

Two bottles in one. 

Are excellent fun, 
So, waiter— a magnum of claret. 
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ODE VIII. 



To Mrs. MJRYJNNE CLARKE. 



Ulla li juris tibi pejefvd. 

«■ i ■ I i. ■ ■ I ' 

if, farious as yonr seeming iibsi 
Fate aided bj "^ir Vicary Gibbs, 

On thee, frail fair one, pouncing. 
Had pared one nail or drawn one toothr. 
While tooth and nail you fought for truth,. 

I might haTe thought yon bouncing. 

But now,, the grand inquiry oVr, 
You blaze upon us more and morey 

For pnblic life grown Utter- 
To Westboorne Place afl parties go— - 
At lofers' perjuries, we linow, 

Gf eat Jiave hiniself will tittef. 
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Whether a widow or a wife. 

Who cares ? admit your private life 

Than Erebus were fouler ; 
The public is indifferent quite, 
Whether upon a giren night, 

You slept with me or Dowler. 

Psha ! Venus laughs at tricks like these i 
Her nymphs, whatever their degrees. 

Will cheat when they are able. 
Tes, when commissions are the bait, 
E'en Dul^ich hermits emulate 

The Santon in the fable. 

New loTcrs swell your list ; the old 
Still make their suit, all potent gold 

Unwilling to abandon : 
ReTOlving time may view again. 
Bowing obsequious in your train. 

Some future Captain Sandon. 

Mothers by you thfeir daughters warn, 
And bid the tittering hussies scoru 
Your scandalous behaTing* 



ODE Yin. TO UnS; CLARKEv ^ }3S 

The prudent, parsimonious sire> 
Trembles to see his son admire 
Your mezzotint engraving. 

The blushing bride your name reyileSi 
And in your fascinating wiles 

Anticipates disaster. 
The CM who keeps a Clarke like yob, 
His Satnmalian fate will rue, 

And find the Clerk the master* 
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ODE IX. 



THE YOUNG WIDOW. 



Hob semper imbres nnbiiiw bispidoik 

^ OT for erf r bleak N^oTembpr, 
Chills the gayly dancing hones ; 

Rolling time, dear girl, remember, 
Decks the bright parterre with flowert. 

Ice the Serpentine may cover, 

Oaks their leafless boughs display ; . 
What care 1 ? the winter over. 

Soon shall follow laughing May* 

Why tihonld'st thou all joy denying^ 
Still in tears thy 'kt'rchief steep ? 

Pale Aurora hears thy sighing, 
Setting Fhwbus sees thee weepi. 



ODE IX. THE TOUNG WIDOW. 13? 

Clad in bombazeen and camlet, 
Gertrude wept a monarch dead : 

See her soon, forgetting Hamlet, 
Take' his brother to her bed» 

Dido torn from poor Sichasus, 

Thus repining sought relief : 
** Anna ! don't you think JBueas 

*' Might contrive to heal my grief}* 

Thy good man in sleep reposes ; 

Soon thou wilt another choose : 
Widow s weeds all turn to roses^ 

When a comely suitor woes^ 

Give the hours to joyous greeting, 

Vulgar sorrows far above ; 
Youth and beauty, O how fleeting I 

O how fleeting, woman's love! 

Let us sing the song you relish, 
. Who at Brighton bear the bell. 
Walking Barclay, racing Mellish^ 
Fun, and vive la bagatelle I 
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Tears from Pluto's dark dominion 
Cannot now tbj husband keep ; 

If they could, 'tig my opinion 
Those bright eyes would cease to weep ! 
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ODE X. 

* 

TO ROMEO, 
On his late Fall from his Curricle. 



Rectiiis ?i?e8, Uciniy neque altnin. • 

SouKD, Romeo, sound a wise retreat, 
Tor thougb the town's applause is sweet. 

It's hiss is dire and horrid : 
Nor when 70a give the boards the slip, 
And change the truncheon for the whip. 

Pave Pall Mall with your forehead. 

Philosophy nor wastes nor spares. 
Starves not tp benefit his. heirs. 

Nor spends his all in riot ; 
Dines not at nine a Duke to meet^ 
Nor dives at one, in Dyot Street, 

For Ordinary diet* 
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When ice encrusts the slippery bank^ 
The talles' fall \iith heaviest spank, 

(The bard who writer has felt it,) 
The bolt that Btrikes thy dome. Saint Paiil^ 
Sweeps o'er the cobler in hii stall, 

And leaves his wax nnmelted. 

When caution's doublet cloaks the breast. 
We fear the worst, ire hope the best ; 

Last Wednesday seem'd a dry day^ 
But Jove pour'd down a waterfall 
That spoilt our party to Yauxhall ; 

What then r — W^e went on Friday ! 

Would you Contentment's bower approach^ 
Walk, or' when cloudy, call a coach ; 

When Sirius rages, boat it ; 
When quizzers roast you, silent sit ; 
And when admirers hail your wit. 

Suspect Joe Miller wrote at. 
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ODE XL 

The QUIDNUNC. 

t)uid belicosus Cantaber et Scythefl. 

Cease, cease, gloomy mortal, to trouble yout 
brain, 

Witb Spain and her heroes io liberty true ; 
Napoleon must cut •off ao arm of the main, 

Ere he, or his arms, can give trouble to you. 

Our youth, like a rainbow, soon losea its charms, 
And with it life's flattering colours are gone ; 

Soft sleep, love, and pleasure, are scared from oar 
u'ms, 
As age on his cratches comes tottering on. 
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The spring and its roses soon bend to th4 blast^ 
The moon fades away, tearing darkness behind ; 

Since nature will change, why should misery last. 
Or care and his legions bederil our mind f 

Dear Hal, if thou lor'st me, (as Falstaff would say) 
Let carking old care be inraulted below ; 

And if he will rise when you wish to be gay, 
Bid him bring you a bottle of Chateatt-MargaitrL 

Then let him, when Bacchus and pleasure combine 
To banish the woes of this whirligig world^ 

Like Clarence obtain his quietus in wine ; 
Within the Red Sea, let his spirit be hurl'd. 

The drinkers of water are drunkards, not we, 
jfriston men Udor's an adage for swine ; 

For man's like a beast tippling water, and he 
Must be drunk as a beast who refuses his wine. 

Let Laura, the lovely enchantress, appear. 

And breathe to her harp the effusions of Moore : 

Eigoying these transports, oh, what should we fear, 
While wit can exalt us,' or beauly allure ? 
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Then cease, my dear Quidnunc, to groan at the news, 
Nor mourn o*er the records of national sorrow ; 

Bat if you must study, oh study to lose, 

In this day*8 enjoyment the thought of to-morrow. 
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ODE XII. 

MISS PUFF. 
To Horace in Rome* 

Nolis fonga fene bella Nnmantiae. 

Immortal Flaccos, on my soul, 
Well might you think it passing droilj 

Were I to start the rival of your glory ; 
Ape in my odes your playful Terse, 
Affect your satire, keen and terse, 

Or grace with kings and chiefs my classic story ! 

You, mighty minstrel, are at home 
Chaunting the citII wars of Rome, 
The praises of Augustus or Maecenas : 



!. 
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Mj iMnUe Muse hi jAmAM telb, 
Of civil waf s ^wixl beam and beHeSy 
Of bufBS for thee^ Miss Paff, the Cbj Yenus. 

That eye I sing, whose ambush-plaj 

Kills while it looks another way, 
That voice so true to false and vulgar grammar, 

That breast I know not where to find^ 

That graceful curvature behind, 
That wealth her father conquer'd with his ham- 
mer. 

When at my Lord Mayor*8 ball she dines , 
In gold and carving how she shines, 

Or like an Ignis Faiuus cuts her capers ! 
Ah me ! in vain I look and sigh, 
Some fool will own that gooseberry eye, 

And make her gold a nostrum for the vapoura. 

» 

Tho' now in Laurence-Pountney.Lane, 
The cruel Syren holds her reign, 
Unseen, unnotic'd, through her spattered case- 
ment, 
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Soon blaziag forth in Russell Square, 
The gilded monster shall be there ^ 
A fruitful theme of laughter and amazement. 



r 



• 
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ODE XIII. 



Ue STOCK JOBBER'S LAMENT. 



lUe et oefasto te posntt die. 



O FATAL Omnium, wicked was his noddle, 
IVho first created (omen of ill lack) 

Thee, doom'd to make thy holder almost waddle, 
And tarn a green Goose, to a limping Dnck. 

Napoleon, who with me has play*d the DeTil, 
Has doubtless acted it with many more. 

In midnight massacres disposed to reTel, 
Or poison soldiers upon Jafia's shore. 

All other crimes I conld forgire tliee, Boney, 
But this exceeds the blackest in degree ; 

Th murderous sacrilege to take my money^ 
For money is both life and soul to me* 

II 2 
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We cannot all of us be always winners, 

Bulls will hold on when markets mock their art ^ 

And disappointed Bears, tho' canning sinners. 
Sometimes hold oif, when prices upward start. 

Fortune takes^ one ftehindt her on a pillion ; 

Another, whom to.daj she tumbles down, 
Tt> -morrow she may bless with half •» million, 

And leare Che fiirst with scarcely half a crown. 

There future Docks wko' in hot water dabble. 
Chatter of leagues aad wars in sounds cmilnsed : 

Others of Long Annuilies will gabble, 
Or iNrJMte of mjr appropriate F und ■ ■ Bc duced, 

But what a sudden trace to their debatng, 
When the eommissionets aife aer?ed with atodc t 

Then Bulls and Bears^ m» more eacb otfief baiting^ 
Bound a new pivot ehimoronslj flods. 

Three-headed C«pbera» stUfcidfr wmte wkk woader. 
To find h» roajr eatosU'd by jNttiaai tongues,, 

With lifted hnttd», all bellowing like thmnier^ 
A fleet of fiogert im a storni of langi. 



eDEXIII. STOCK iOBBEIt^B LAMCKT. 149 

'Rise from the shades, old Orpheus, with thy fiddle, 
To quell this row among the biped cattle. 

Bid Bulls with dancing Bears lead down the middle^^ 
So shall their tongues «fd heeds In concert rattle. 
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ODE. XIV. 

To any Great Man, 

Eheii I f ugaeeit Potthmaey PoBthmne, 

Ah me ! on his wide« waring pinions. 
Time carries us on day by day. 

And downwards to Pluto's dominions 
We mortals are posting away. 

Not Huntington^ cleans'd from his errors. 
And dttbb'd by diploma S. S. 

Has yet taught the monarch of terrors 
To dine on one mouthful the less. 

Sage Solomon*s Gilead potion 
No chronic disease can assuage ; 

O Gowlatid^ how vain is thy lotion, 
To wash out the wri^i^l^s of age ! 
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Whole hecatombs raialj we proffer 
To hell's unappeasable chief, ^ 

Old IroB.cheek laughs at the offer. 
And swallows down us and our beef ! 

We all in one pinnace are rowing, 
The haven we seek is the ^ rave y 

The Stjgian waters are flowing, 
Alike for the monarch and,sla¥«*. 

We shun the rude billows of Ocean; 

We shrink from the wind' and the raini- 
We fly from the battle's commotion^ 

And> dodge the grim* Serjeant in Taia, 

The bourn we have all such a dread of 

We quickly must Tisit below. 
And talk with the heroes we read of 

In Littleton^ Lucian^ and Rozee, 

Good bye to your farm and your stables, 
Farewell to your liveried traia; 

Your well.jointur^d widow ia sables, 
Shall mourn like the twice mated Dane, 
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That nodding plantation to-morrow 
For some other owner shall Uoom, 

The jew tree alone in mute sorrow 
ShaU fioUteniy wmje o'er yonr taoib. 

This house, when it boasts a new dweiler^ 
Shall bi^ tiirifty pradenee fnrewell ; 

Vour son, with the kejs of tiie cellar^ 
Shall tinkle your funeral hnelL 

Your daret shall flow like « river, 
Your old bottled port, set adrift, 

3hall drown ey«i7 thought of the giver 
In froUcksoMbs love of the gift 



153 



ODE XV. 



NEW BUILT) mOSf 



Jam pauca aratro jugera ngia. 



Saint Otergfs Fields are ieklfl «o tt^are^ 
Hie trew«l snpeneieci the ploBgh, 

Hvge inundated swamps of ytffe^ 
Are chanfed-'te cWie tIIIm new. 

Tlie builder's plank, the mason's hod, 
Wide, and more wide extending stiU, 

Usnrp the Tiolated 8od» 

From Lambeth Marsh to BaJkutm HiH* 

Pert pophtrs, yew trees, water tubs, 
No more at Clapham meet the eje. 

But telret lawns, Acactan shrubs, 
With perfiiBie greet the passer b]r« . 
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Thj carpets, Persia, deck our floors. 
Chintz curtains shade the polished pane» 

Virandas guard the darkened doors, 
'Where dunning Phoebus knocks in Tain* 

Not thus acquired was Gresham's hoard, 
Who founded Lohoom's mart of trade ; 

Not such thy life, Grimalkin's lord, 
'Who £ow*s recalling peal obey'd. 

In Mark or Mincing Lane confin*d, 
In cheerful toil they pa8S*d the hours ; 

Twas theirs to leave thek wealth belund^ 
To laTish, while we lire, is ours. 

They gave no treats to thankless kings ; 

Many their gains, their wants were few; 
They built no house with spacious wings> 

To give their riches pinions too. 

Yet sometimes leaving in the lurch 

SonSy to luxurious foUy'prone, 
Their funds rebuilt the parish church^ 

Oh ! pious waste^ to us unknown. 



ODE XV. NEW BUILDINGS. 155 

We from our circle nerer roam. 
Nor ape our sires' eccentric tins ; 

Our charity begins at home. 

And mostly ends where it begins. 
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ODE XVI. 

rVJT ON THE WING. 
To George Qolman the Younger. 

Otiam DiYos rogat Id patenti. 



The youth, from his indeatares freed. 
Who mounts astride the wiaged steed^ 

The muses' hunt to follow ; 
With terror eyes the yawning pit, 
And for a modicum of wit 

Petitions great Apollo. 

For wit the quarto.bailding wight 
InTokes the Gods ; the jilt in spite 

Eludes the man of letters. 
Wit thro' the wire.woTe margin glides, 
And all the gilded pomp derides 

Of red morocco fetters. 
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YAin 16 the smart port^folio set, 
Tile costly Inkstand, black as jet. 

The desk of poli^*d lerel ; 
Tbe welUshorn pens to use at irill :•»* 
Tls'no great task to cut a quiM— 

To cut a joke's the deril ! 



Happy, for rural busiseas fit, 
Who merely tills hfo mother wit, 

In humble life lie settles; 
Unskill'd in repartee to shine, 
He ne'er exclaims, *^ descend, ye mint f^ 

But when he plays at skJlitlM. 



They who neglect their proper homo 
To dig for ore in Greece or Rome, 

Are poor Quixotic Vandals; 
'Twas well enough in needy Ooths, 
But why should we, like footidi moths, 

Buss round <he RomaB eandleo? 



1 
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Care swarms in rivers, roads, and bogs, 
It's plagues spring up like Pharaoh's frogSy 

Too numerous to bury ; 
It roams through London streets at large. 
And now bestrides a Lord Mayor's barge. 

And now a Vauxhall wherry. 

The man who no rertlgo feels, 

When borne fdoft on Fortune's wheels. 

Hut at their motion titters ; 
Pitying the sons of care and strife. 
Enjoys the present sweets of life, 

Nor .heeds its future bitters. 



Poor Tohin died, alas ! too soon, 
Ere with chaste ray his Homy Moon 

Had shone to glad the nation : 
Others, I will not mention who, 
For many a year may (enire nous) 

OutliTe their own damnation. 
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Who creep in prose, or soar ia rhjiBe, 
Alike must how the knee to Time, 

From Massinger to Murphy ; 
And all who flit on Lethe's brink, 
Tqo weak to swim, alas 1 mast sink. 

From DaTenant to Durfey. 

Your riTal mases, like two wives. 
Assail your pate, and while each slrires 

To win you to her quarrel, 
Like Garrick painted by Sir Jos, 
You stand between them, at a loss 

On which to weave the laureL 



My Muse is of the ostrich sort, 
Her eggs of fortune*s gale the sport, 

She in the sand conceals 'em : 
By no intrusiye wanderer found. 
Till watchman Phoebus walks his round, 

And with his lamp reveals 'em. 
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Bot ilMvld the god's far.dartiog tbj 
Destroy her fragile web to-daj. 

Shell spin again to morrow ; 
These trifles ne'er her mind annof ^ 
Who never knew a parent's joy, 

Ne'er felt a parent's sorrow* 
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ODE XVII. 

PENNY WISE AND POUND 
FOOLISH, 

Cur me querelis exaoimas tais, 

■ ' ■■» I ■ ■ * 

Why plague me to deaA wit^ 3Fiofir sigiif f 
Why mope yo« thus frowftrd aad natislil 

Year Brother, your f lieAd PsNirTirisB 
Will never surrire Ihs Foumj>v90i,un. 

Tou lose in adrenture yMur gold. 
Whilst I half eommiasioiis am xioh in ; 

I freeze in the parlour with cold, 
You waste all the coals tm the kteheji. 

So firm our affection, so tabs, 
So constant, or iostng or Wimungy 

The blow that demolishes jou 
Will set all mj furlhtags a ^inoiag. 
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How complex the pui-se we hare spun ! 

If e'er Liberality sever 
The close twisted thread of the one, 

The other is ruin'd for erer. 

If fever assail me, for thee 

Dog cheap with the evil "I'll wrestle ; 
111 spurn Doctor Bailey to fee 

Some second rate knight of the pestle.^ 

Onr mother, high wages to sarve^ 

Engaged for a n»rse a cheap dawdle^ 

Who hurried her off to the grave. 
By giving her gruel for cawdle* 

When O. P.s set up a hubbub, 

We did not each other as foes treaty 

I pack'd off the beefeater's club. 

And you rais'd the pillars in Bow Street. 

Last week I bespoke me a hearse, 

i'e(f Interest whisper'd — Self murder ; 

But Avarice lurk'd in my purse. 
And, lucky escape I overheard her. 
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Oar bed is a second-hand tent ; 

Awaj with the cushions of comfort ! 
]>o 70a daub the house with cement, 

And 111 bum a coal to Count Rnmford. 
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ODE XVIII. 

THE UNANSWERABLE QUERY, 



Non ebur, neqae anrenm. 

Sage elephant, thou'rt safe— •! hold 
No lYoiy, save one tooth.pick caic^ 

My paper boasts no edge of gold ; 
Mj stationer is Henry Ha»c» 

My stucco is of Gallic grey, 
My cornices from gilt are free ; 

My pillars spurn the gaudy sway 
Of antichristian porphyry. 

I boast no heaps of sordid gain, 
No plundered heirs my fraud bemoaa ; 

I bear no golden fleece from Spain, 
To patch a Joseph of my own* 
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Tel bomMtr wad tiM Ifberal mis 

To FaflhtoQ^s dmne- my steps hnrite ;. 

And w1m» tke 6«d of Daj departs, 
I kiss the Mine hy Dkifs Uybt 

ThroQgk life'sr \&w vale I tidk^ mj way. 
From HFealthj frdmds »• weakk I borrow^ 

Content to see the passini^ daj 
So used as »ot to mm €ke morroir. 

■ 

Whilst Ararice coants his ha^ of gold, 
And MammoB's^ dome salutes the sight. 

New moons succeed the waniiig old, 
Day urges day with ceaseless tight. 

See toweriAg o'er Tkreadneedle Street 

A mansoleomy} rais'd by Soooo^ 
Where dutiful directors' aeet^ 

Thy loss, dead buUioU) to benoaa. 

The mansion swells behind^ before,. 

(Md L^thbury humntB i» rain :- 
Thejadmi who lost, his skrtf of yore^ 

Nem miimisa tiie loss «f half Ms lauB« 
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Oh ! saf what means this deafening din| 

A ifcoQsand Babel voices shoot ; 
Bears leagued with bulls rush roaring in^ 

And limping lame ducks waddle out. 

Hence speculation upward springs, 
Nor heeds the law that rules the ball. 

Who mounts aloft on paper wings, 
But mounts, like Icarus, to fall. 

Earth labours with a motley freight. 
From Gallia's king to Afric's slare; 

But in the end impartial fate 
Bestows on all an equal grafe. 

To bear poor souls to Pluto's tribe. 
One doit is Charon's modest gain,—* 

Ten thousand ponnds will never bribe 
The rogue to row us back again ! 

In earth our splendour to enshrine. 
Like sightless moles, we downward tt 

For this, pale Avarice digs the mine, 
And ruddy Labour pl<mgh8 the soil 
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Ye who in mausoleums lie. 

Where now is all your golden store f 

Where now^but, if you won't reply, 
'Twere waste of words to ask you more. 
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ODE XIX. 

COBBETT. 

fiaccbmn in remotit eanDioa rupib 



vV'HERE halts the Richmond coach to bait^ 
With ears erect and mouths dilate, 

(BelieTe it future ages) 
I saw the Naiads quit the Thames, 
Fishers their nets, and boys their games^ 

To diTe in Cobbett's pages. 

Cobbett, huzza ! I bum ! I rate ! 
J^aws, locks, and Lincoln gaol I braTe ; 

Spare, Anarch loy'd yet dreaded, 
The bard who hails you tumult's god, 
And lauds your pen, like Hermes' rod> 

Gall.tipp'd and serpent*headed. 



AH^DE XI^. COBBKTT. ' 1^9 

With yours, bis own, and Hbrnie Tooke's tODgneS| 
The Baronet's exhaustless lungs, 

The dog of hell outwarble : 
While you his Gorgon vipers wield. 
Back on your master turn the shield; 

And change his heart to marble.. 



■ 



The cat o* nine ta^s you abuse^ 
And billingsgate each classic muse ;. 

Henceforth another cue get : 
The assailant now the Nine assail, 
Each muse contributing a taii. 

To whip you into Newgate. 

When Jacobins, In reason's trance, 
Ruled, mob on mob, devoted France,. 

Reacting on reaction ; 
Ton baffled, tooth and nail for law, 
And hid, beneath the lion's paw, 

The cloven foot of faction. 
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Hail) Botley Bifrons ! sinuoiui eel I 
How shall the Muse yonr cotirse refeal ^ 

In M^hat Pindarica word it? 
Round lijke a weathercock you flit, 
As Interest yeers^ now puffing Pitt, 

And now inflating Bnrdett* 

E'en Windham, chivalrouft no more. 
In your hot watsr dtpp'd hh oar, 

And let your torrent turn him ; 
He hymn*d your worth, your virtaea lung, 
And lick'd, with metaphysic tongue. 

The foot ordain'd to spurn him. 
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ODE XX, 

THE LYRIC JL LACKEY, 

Nod nritatlL oec tenoi fenur« 

■I ■ I I i» 

Stand clear ! and let a poet fly : 

On this wing lyiic^ 

That fUityriCy 
111 mount, like Garnerin, the sky, . 

Nor mope in Grab Street garret : 
Tkosgb lowly bom, I'll fear discard. 

My polish'd odes 

To gay abodes 
Shall bowl me, like a merry bard. 
To sing and tipple^ claret. 
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Enroll'd among the black leg race, 
A milk-white swan, 
/ No longer man^ 
Aloft my airy course I trac<e, 

And mount o^er London city^— 
On wings of foolscap, wire-wore, glaz'd^ 
Tbro' margin wide, 
Serene I glide, 
Whilst long.ear'd citizens amazed^ 
Cry " bravo" at my ditty. 

Trotting thro' Findus^ flow'ry path^ 
In waltzes, reels, 
I'll shake my heels, 
111 dip at Brighton, sip at Bath, 
And doff my suit of sables^— 
Tall TuUy of a Spouting Club, 
111 mimic Pitt 
In all but wit. 
And cut the Diogenic tub, 
For Jlexmdrine tables. 
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Tho' all the while my proper setf 

Is snug at home. 

My pen shall roam 
A modish tour in quest of pelf, 
And scorning critic cayils, 
I'll visit Egypt, Florence, Greece, 

And then return, 

Thro' Basle and Berne, 
The London Booksellers to fleece, 
And sell John Bull my travels. 

Of epics, I'll compose aycw ; 

The vile reviews, 

I'll ne'er peruse ; 
I'll edit bards I never knew : 

ril snap at all commissions : 
Like Harlequin, tho* far more plump^ 

My tricks I'll play, 

Then hey ! away ! 
Bounce at a single leap, 111 jump 
Thro' half a score editions! 

END OF TOIm U 
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PREFACE. 



On the 14th of August^ 1812, the following 
advertisement appeared in most of the daily 
papers : 



€t 



Rebmlding qfDrury^Larte Theatre. 
'* The Committee are desirous of promoting 
a free and fair competition for an Address to 
be spoken upon the opening of the Theatre^ 
which will take place on the 10th of October 
next. They have therefore thought fit to an* 
nounce to the public, that they will be glad to 
receive any such compositions, addressed to 
their Secretary, at the Treasury-Office, in 
Drury Lane, on or before, the 10th of Sep- 
tember, sealed up, with a disUnguishing word, 

▲ 2 
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nnmber^ or motto, on the cover, corresponding 
with the inscription on a separate seated paper 
containing the name of the author, which w^l 
not be opened, unless containing the name^f 
the successful candidate," /i 

Upon the propriety of this plan> men's minds 
were, as they usui^ty are upon matters of mo- 
ment, much divided. Some thought it a fair 
ipromise of the future UiteQitipn of the C>mi'' 
mittee to abolish that phalanx of autbaif wfio 
usurp the stage, to the exclusion of a hffgf 
assortment of dramatic talent blushing unseen 
in the baok-groii^; while otb^rs pputended, 
ih^t the scheme would pie vent men <of veal 
eminence from dei^^nding into ap nmylMtlie- 
atre in which all Grub Street (that it U^pky^ 
4^1 London and Westminster) woukl t^ arr<fp(l 
i^gainst them. The eyent ht9 proved hfif^i^ 
parties to be in a degree right, a^d ii| a degr^ 
•wrong. One bandit and twelve addre^p^ 
laijave been se^t in^ et^ch sealed and «igoe^ 
^nd mptlfoed, ^' as per order,^' some written bjr 
men of gre^ so^e by mw af Ultk^andi snme 
bj men of no talenU 
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V 

Mnuy of tte pwWic pripts ha^ ^qsttire^ 
Uie ta^te iii Uie CpipmiU^ji ip thus contjci^^ 
ifig fpr 444res$e9 o^ they iprould for oaila-^by 

' 4lieigro99. ; tHiit it 19 8ttrpri$iog that fiopf fiifaouU 
)iC(Te ceqsar^ their temeritjf* Que hmdred 
ftod ^i^veii of the Addri^Ki^ muatx of courg^, 

' 1^ ^iH^iftC^ressfu} : to each of the mithons^ thu^ 
ip^bly chM9^ with th^ ge$m irritafiUc, it 
i^oald be xerj hard to deny ai^ ^tauQi^h frieod^f 
<irhp consider his the best of all pqsttble ail- 
4<»Me9| wd whQ9^ tongues will be as ready 
^ Umd him^ as to bias his itdver^Mcy. Tb^9^ 
friA the potent aid of tb^ bard himself, mai^^ 
^even ^s per address^ and tli99 wiU be created 
Mven hundred and seventy-sev^ impla^U^ 
>Miditor8, prepared to coMdemn the stra^qs of 

^ ^ikpoilo himself ; a banMl of* adversaries wf^ich 

' w> prsuieiit manager woi^ld think of etasp^- 
satijig. 

But leavmg the Committee to eocowiter tbe 

. responsibility they haiie incurred/ tike fpublie 

luMre at least to thank them for aspertainiog 

and estabhsfaing one. poin^ arhich mif^ other- 
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Wise have admitted of controversy. Whisffa it 
is considered tbat many amateur writers have 
been discouraged ffpbfi becoming competitors^ 
iEind that few^ if any, of the professional autbpm 
can afford to write for nothing, and of course 
have not been candidates for the honorary 
prize at Drury-Lane> we may conBdently pro- 
nounce, that, as far as regards number, the pre- 
sent id undoubtedly the Augustan age of Eng- 
lish poetry. Whether or not this distinction 
will be extended to the quality of its produc- 
tions, must be decided at the tribunal of poste- 
rity, though the natural anxiety of our authors 
on this score ought to be considerably dimi- 
nishedi when they reflect how few will^ in all 
probability, be had up for judgment. v| 

• It is not necessary for the Bditor to mentiQif 
the manner in whibh he became possessed of 
this '^ fair sample of the present state of 
poetry in Great Britain/'' It was his first 
intention to publish the whole, but a little 
reflection convinced him that> by so doing, he 
might depress the good, without elevating the 
bad. He has therefore culled what had the 
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appearance. o£ flowers^ frottik what positessed 
the realitjr of weeds^ and is. extcemely socry 
tiiaty ia so. doing> he has diminished, his collec- 
iibn to twenty-one. Those, which, he has re- 
jected may possibly make their appearance 
io a separate yohime^ or they may be ad- 
mitted aa vohinieers in the £les of some of 

* » 

the newspapers.;, or^ at all events^ they are sure 
of being, received among the awkward squad 
of the Magazines. In. gen^ral^ they bear a 
dose resemblance to each other : — thir^ of 
them contain, extravagant compliments to the 
imnoitai Wellington^ and the indefatigable 
Whitbcead^ and^ as the lasi-oientioned genr* 
tleman is said to dislike praise in the exact 
^oportioi;i ia whtdi he deserves it, these 
Ikndatory writers have probably been only 
building a wall^ against which they might run 
Hmr Qwn hea^ 

The editor here begs leave to advance a few 
Word3 in behalf of that useful and much abused 
Urd the PbceiiiXf and ia so doing 1^ is biased 
by uo partiality^ as. he assures the reader he 
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bot only never saw one^ but (mirabik dictu /) 
never caged one in a simile in the whole 
course of his life. No less than sixty-nine of 
the competitors have invoked the aid of thisi 
native of Arabia; but as from their manner 
of using him^ after they had caught him^ he 
does not by any means appear to have been a 
native of Arabia FeKx, the editor has left the 
proprietors to treat with Mr Polito^ and 
refused to receive this rara avis, or . black 
swan^ into the present collection. One ex- 
ception occurs^ in which the admirable treat- 
ment of this feathered incombustible entitles 
•the author to great praise : — that address' has 
been preserved^ and in the ensuing pages 
tikkes the Iead> to which its dignity enti-. 
ties it. 

Perhaps the reason why several of the sub- 
joined productions of the Mvsjb Londi- 
N£NSEs> have failed of selection^ may be 
discovered in their being penned in a metre 
unusual upon occasions of this sort, and in 
their not being written with that attention to 
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stage effect, the want of which, like want oF 
mannas in the concerns of life, is more pre- 
judicial than a deficiency of talents Therie is 
an art in writing for the Theatre, technically 
called touch and go, which is indispensible 
when we consider the small quantum of pa- 
tience, which so motley an assemblage as a 
London audience can be expected to afford. 
All the contributors have b.een very exact in 
sending their initials and mottos. Those be- 
longing to the present collection have been 
carefully preserved, and each has been affix- 
ed to its respective poem. The letters that ac- 
companied the Addresses having been honour-, 
ably destroyed unopened, it is Ipipossible to 
state the real authors with any certainty, but 
the ingenious reader, after comparing the ini- 
tials with the motto, and both with the poem, 
may form his own conclusions. 

The Editor does not anticipate any disap- 
probation from thus giving publicity to a small 
portion of the Rejected Addresses; for, 
unless he i^ widely mistaken in assigning ^Im. 
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Respective authors^ the fame of esach individudl 
is established on much too 6rin b basis 'to be 
shaken by so trifling and etabescent a publi- 
cation as the present ; 



-Deque ego illi ^etrataere aiuim 



tUf'j, 



j'.t. 



HiBfUaltiB capUi mult& cimi laade coronanu , . . | 

Of the nomerons pieces already sent to the 
Committee for performance^ he has only 
availed himself of three vocal Travesties, 
which he has selected^ not for their merits 
but simply for their brevity. Above one 
hundred spectacles^ melo-dramas, operas^ and 
pantomimes have been transmitted^ besides 
the two first acts of one legitimate comedy. 
Some of these evinbe considerable smartnesis 
of manual dialogue, and several brilliant re- 
partees of chairs^ tables, and other inanimate 
wits ; but the authors seem to have forgotten 
that in the new Drury-Lane, the aadience can 
hear as well as see. Of late our theatres have 
been so constructed, tb&t John'HuU has been 
compelled to have very lohg' ears, or none at 
aU; to ke^p them dan^Iiog ibbut his skull like 






discarded servants^ while his eyes were gazing 
at pieballs and elephants^ or else to stretch 
them ont to an asinine length to catch the 
congenial sonnd of braying trumpets. An au- 
ricular ^evolution is^ we trusty about to take 
place^ and as many people have been much 
puzzled to define the meaning of the new aera^ of 
which we have heard so much^ we venture to 
pronounce^ that as ffir as regards Drury-Lane 
Theatre^ the new aera means the reign of ears^ 
If the past affords any pledge for the future^ we 
may confidently expect from the Committee of 
that House, every thing that can be accom-t 
plished by the ^nion of taste and assiduity. 
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REJECTED ADDRESSES, 



LOYAL EFFUSION. 

, By W. T. F. 



Qaicqnid diciint, laudo : id rurauin si negant 
Laudo id quoque* Terencb* 
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Hail glorious fedific^, stupendous work ! 
dod bless the Regent and the Duke of York I 

Ye Muses ! by whose aid I cried down Fox, 
Grant me in Drurj-Lane a private box. 
Where I niay loll, cry Bravo^ and profess 
The boundless powers of England's glorious press ; 
While Afric's sons exclaim, frdm shore to sliore^ 
** Quashee ma boo !'' the slave-trade is no more. 

In fair Arabia, (happy once, now stony, 
Since ruined by that arch apostate, Boney,) 
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A phoenix 4^te was caught : the Arab host 

Long ponder'd^ part would boil i^ part would roast 

But while they ponder up the pot lid flies, 

Fiedgedybeak'dyand claw'd, alive, they see him rise 

To heaven, and caw defiance in the skies. 

So Drury, first in roasting flames consumed^ 

Then by old renters to hot water doom'd. 

By Wyatt's trowel patted, plump and sleek. 

Soars without wings« and caws without a beak* 

Gailia^s stem despot diall in vain advance 

From Paris; the metropolis of France; 

By diis day month tht monster shall not gaut 

A fi)ot of land in Portugal or Spain. 

See Wellington m Salamflnca*s field 

Forces his favourite general, to yields 

Breaks thro' his lines, and leaves his boastedManaoDt 

Expiring on the plain without his arm on: ^^ 

Madrid he enters at the camion^ moutbt 

And then the villages still further south. 

Base Buonapartd, fill'd with deadly ire, 

Sets, one by one, our playhouses on fire : 

Some years ago he pounced with deadly glee oa 

The Opera House, then burnt down the Pantheon t 
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Najr^ still unsatedy in a coat of flames, 

Next at Millbank he crossed the river Thames : 

'Otiy batchy O Halfpenny ! pass'd in a trice, 

npffd some black pitdi, and burnt down Astley's 

twice; - 
Then buzzing on thro' sether, with a rile humi 
Tum'd to the left hand, fronting the Asylum, 
And burnt the Royal Circus in a hurry,-i- 
(Twas called the Circus then, but now the Surry.) 

Who burnt (confound his soul !) the houses twain 
Of Covent-Garden and of Drury-Lane ? 
Who, while the British squadron lay off Cork, 
(God bless the Regent and the Duke of York,) 
With a fool earthquake ravaged the Caraccas, 
And raised the price of dry goods and tobaccos ? 
Who makes the quartern loaf and Luddites rise ? 
Who fills the butchers' shops with large blue flies i 
Who thought in flames St James's court to pinch ? 
Who burnt the wardrobe of poor Lady Finch ? 
Why he, who, forging for this isle a yoke. 
Reminds me of a line I lately spoke^ 
*• The tree of freedom is the British oak." 

Bless every man possessed of aught to give ; 
Long may Long Tilney Wellesley Long Pole live ; 
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God bless the army^ Uess tfa^r coats of sciQcl^t, 
God b^ ^be navy, bless tfae Prince Cbarlotle^ 
God bless the guards^ though wojrsted Gallia scol^ 
GoA bless (heir p^«|a98» tho' ^leyVip nor out off; 
And oh, in Downing-Street should old Nick revel^ 
England*! priia^ qajpisie^, tbeti iifim the Pevil ! 
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' THE BABY'S DEBUT. 



By fV. W. 



Thy lUping prattle and thy miocing gait^ 
All thy faUe mimic fooleries I bate. 
For thon art Folly's cookiterfeit, and ibe 
Who is right foolish hath the better plea; 
Ifatnre'i trae Idiot I prefer to thee. 



[^Sfpdkm in thecharqder of Nancy Lake, a girl eight 
years of age, toho is draxxm upon the stage in a 
chiUPs chaise^ by Samuel Hughes^ her unde^s 
forter*} 

]VIt brother Jad( wss iuo« io Mi^, 
And I was eight oo new.ye«'«.d«y ; 

So in Kate Wikoa's shop 
Pqpa> (he's my papa and Jack%). 
Bought me, last week, a doll of was, 

And brother Jack a top. 
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Jack's in the pouts, and this it is, 

He thinks mine came to more than hit, 

So to my drawer he goes^ 
Takes out the doll, and, Oh, my stars t 
He pokes her head between the bars, 

And melts off half her nose ! 



Quite crossy a bit of string I beg, 
And tie it to his peg top^s peg. 

And bang, with might and mam. 
Its head against the parlour door : 
Off flies the head, and hits the floor. 

And breaks a window pane. 



This made him cry with rage and spite : 
Wei), let him cry, it serves him right. 

A pretty thing, forsooth ! 
If he's to melt, all scalding hot, 
alf my doll's nose, and I am not 
To draw his peg top's tooth 1 



I 
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Aunt Hamiah heard the window brieaki 
And cried, <^0 naughty Nancy Lake I 

^ Thus to distress fovit aunt.: 
•* No Drury Lane for you to«^y !*' 
And while papa Sfdd, <^Pooh» she may !f^ 

Mamma 8|ud» ^' No* «be sbanti*! 



Well^ aftex: many a sad reproach^ 
They gotinto a hackney coach. 

And trotted down the street* 
I saw them go: one horse was blind# 
The tails of both, hung down behind^ 

Jheir shoes were on their feet* 



The chiuse hi which poor brotl^er B3I. 
tTsed to be drawn to PentonviUe, 

Stood in the lumber-room : 
I wiped the dust from off the top, 
Mdly mopped it with a mop» 

And brush'd it with a broom. 
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My uncle'i porter, Samuel Hughes^ 
Came In at six to black the shoes* 

(I always talk to Sam :) 
So what does he, but takes^ and dragt 
Me in the chiuse along the flags, 

And leaves me where I am* 



My father's walls are made of bridt, 
But not so tsSly and not so thick. 

As these ; and, goodness me t 
My fatiier's beams are made of wood, 
But ^ever, never half so good. 

As these that now I see. 



What a large floor ! 'tis like a town'l 
The carpet, when they lay it down. 

Won't hide it, I'll be bound ; 
And there's a row of lamps J my eye ! 
How they do bla^! I wonder why 

They keep them on the ground. 
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At first I caught hold of the wing. 
And kept away; but Mr Thing- 

umbob, the prompter man. 
Gave with his hand my chaise a shove. 
And said, Go on, my pretty love. 

Speak to 'em, Httle Nan. 



YouVe only got to curtsey, whisp- 
er, hold your chin up, laugh and lisp. 

And then youVe sure to take 2 
I've known the day when brats not quite 
Thirteen got fifty pounds a night ; 

Then why not Nancy Lake? 



But while I'm speaking, where's papa ? 
And where's my aunt? and where's mamma? 

Where's Jack ? Oh, there they sit ! 
They smUe, they nod, I'll go my ways. 
And order round poor Billy's chaise,! 

To join them in tli^p^tt 



'1 
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And now, good gentlefe]kfl»'I go 
To join mamma, and see the shotri 

So, bidding you adieu, 
I curtsey, like a pretty miia, 
JiLnd if you'll blov to me a kits, 

111 blow a kigg to y(|U« 

[Bknos kitSf and e:dim 



.1 
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AN ADDRESS 
WITHOUT A PHCENIX, 



By S.T, p. 



i^M^ 



This was look'd for at jrour haod^ aod thii wasbaalk*d» 

. What you will* 



What stately Yidon mocks Qiy wakmg sense ? 

Henc^y dear delusion, sweet enchantment, hence t 

Ha I is it real ?«r*<aui my 'doulH» be vain I 

It is. It is, and Drury lives agaih ! 

Around each grateful veteran attends. 

Eager to rush and gratulate his Iriends, 

Friends whose kind loolu, retraced wiih prdud dc^ 

light. 
Endear the past, and make the future bright* 
Yes, generous patrobs, your returning snute 
Blesses our tdlsi find consecrates our pOe^ 

c 
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t 

When last we met, Fate's unrelenting hand 
Already grasp'd the devastating brand ; 
Slow crept the silent flame, ensnar'd its prize. 
Then burst resistless to the astonish'd skies. 
The glowing walls, disrobed of scenic pridf, 
In trembling conflict stemmed the burning tide, 
Till crackling, blazing, rocking to its fall, 
Down rush'd the thnndering roof and buried all ! 

Where late the sister Muses sweetly sung, 
And rapturM thousands on their music hung, 
Where Wit and Wisdom shone by Beauty graced. 
Sate lonely Silence, empress of the waste ; 
And 'still had reign'd*-*but he whose voice can raise 
More mligtc wonders than Amphion^s lays, 
Bade jarriilg bands with ftiendly zeal engage, 
Tq rear the prostrate glories of the stage. 
Up leap'd the Muses at the potent speU, 
And Drury's genius saw his temple swell, 
Worthy, wq hope, the British Drama's cause. 
Worthy of British arts, and your applause. 

* 

Guided by you, our earnest aims presu(ne 
To renovitfie the Drama with the dome ; 
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The scenes of Shakespeare and our bards of old. 
With due observance splendidly unfold. 
Yet raise and foster with parental hand 
The living talent of our native land. 
O ! may we stilly to sense and nature true. 
Delight the many, nor offend the few. 
Tho' varying tastes our changeful drama claimi 
Still be its moral tendency the same^ 
To win by preceptj by exafnple wam^ 
To brand the front of Vice with pointed scorn 
And Virtue's smiling brows with votive wreaths 
adorn* 
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CUI BONO? 
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By LordB. 
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I. 

Satsd with home^ of wife, of chiUren tired. 
The resdeig soul is driven abroad to rpam ; 
Sated abroad, all seen, yet nought admired, 
The restless soul is driven to ramble home ; 
Sated with both, beneath new Dnuys dome 
The fiend Ennui awhile consents to pine. 
There growls, and curses, Vke a deadly Gnome, 
Scorning to view fimtastic Columbine, 
Viewing with scorn and hate the nonsense of the 
Mine. 
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,11. 
Ye reckless dupes, who hither wend your way» 
To gaze on puppets ii& a painted dome. 
Pursuing pastimes glittering to betray. 
Like falling stars in life's eternal gloom. 
What sieek ye here ? Joy^s etranes^ent bloom f 
Woe's me ! the brightest wreaths she ever gave 
Are but as flowers that decorate a tomb, 
Man's heart, the mournful urn o'er which they wave, 
'Is sacred to despair, its pedeitaJ the griave. 

III. 
Has life so little store of real woefeit 
That here ye wend to taste fictitious grief? 
Or is it that from truth such anguish flows, 
Ye court the lying drama for relief? 
Long shall ye find the pang, the respilt brief^ 
Or if one tolerable page appears 
In folly's volume^ 'tis the actor's leaf, 
Who dries his own by drawing others' tean. 
And raising present mirth, xoakeB glad his futur» . 
years. 

c2 



AlbeU binr like yoiiDg Bet^ dioth b» flee I 

Li^t as the mole tfiat dminceth in the beaoi^ ^ 

He liveth oviy in mao's present e'ei 

His life a flash, his raemoiy a dreaou ' I 

Oblitipus down be dr<^ in Lethe's stream ; / 

Yet vhat are they, ^e learned and the great ?. 

Awhile of longer wonderment the theme 1 

IVho shall presume to prophesy their date^ 

Where nought is oertain* save th' uncertainty oCAtet 

V. 
This goodly pile, uphear'd by Wyatt's tmT, 
Perchance than Holland's edifice more fleet. 
Again red Lemnds' artizao may spoil; 
The fire slarm, and midnight drum may beat. 
And ell be strew'd ysmqkiog at your fiset -. a 

Start ye ? Perchance Death's angel may be sent 
Ere firom the flaming temple ye retraat, 
And yeiwfao met on revel idlesse bent 
May find in pletMure'a fime your grave ai&d monu^ 
ment» 
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Your debts mount high— ye plunge in deeper wesle^ 
The tradesmon caIl9f-*4io warning voice ye hear ; 
The plaintiff sues— *to public shews ye haate; ~ 
The bailiff threats-^ye feel no idle fear; 
Who can arrest your prodigal career f 
Who can keep down the leirity of youth? 
What sound can startle age's stubborn ear t 
Who can redeem from wretchedness and ruth 
Men true to fidsehood's voice, false to the rotce of 
^ truth* 

VIL 
To thee, blest saint ! who dofd thy skb to make 
The Smithfield rabble leap from theirs with joy» 
We dedicate the pile«^-arise ! awake !«-.« 
Knock down the muses^ wit and sense destroy. 
Clear our new stage from reason's dull alloy. 
Charm hobbling age, and tickle capering youth 
With cleaver, marrow bone, and Tunbridge toyf 
While, vibrating in unbelieving tooth. 
Harps twang in Drury's walls, and make her boards 
a booth. 
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VIIL 
. For what is Hamlet^ but a bare in March i 
And what is Brutas, but a croaking owl ? ^ 

And what is RoUa ? Cupid steeped in stareh, '^ 

Orlando's helmet in Augustine's cowl. 
Shakespear, how true thine adage, <^ fair is foul;"' '^ 
To him whose soul is with fruition fraught. 
The song of Braham is an Irish howl, ) 

Thinking is but an idle waste of thought, 
: And nought is every things and every thing is nought* 

IX. 

Sons of Parnassus ! whom I view above. 

Not hiurd*crown'd, but clad in rusty blacky. ^ 

Not spurring Pegasus through Tempers grove, " ^ 

But pacing Grub-street on a jadeiji hack« 

What reaSs of foolscap, while your brains yen^ck, ' " 

Ye mar to make again I for sure^ ere long, 

Condemned to tread the bard's iime-sahction'd track. 

Ye all ^all join the bailiff'haunted throng, 

And reproduce in rags the raga ye blot in song. 
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So fiures the &lloirer in the Muaes* traipy 
He toils to starve, and only lires in death; 
We slight him till our patronage is vain. 
Then round his sWeton a garland wreathe* 
And o'er his bones an empty requiem breathe«<i^ 
Oh ! with what tragic horror would he start,^ 
(Could he be conjur'd from the grave beneath} 
To find tlie stage again a Thespian cart, 
ikad. elephants and colts down trample Shakeqpear'e 
art* 

XI. 
Hence, pedant Nature ! with thy Grecian rules. 
Centaurs (not fabulous) those rules effiice ; 
Back, sister muses, to your native schools ; 
Here booted grooms usurp Apollo's pkce, 
Hoofk shame the boards that Garrick used to grace; 
The play of limbs succeeds the play of wit ; 
Man yields the drama to the Houynim race. 
His prompter spurs, his licencer.the bit. 
The stage a stable-yard, a jockey club the pit 
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XII. 
Is it for these ye rear this proud abode ? 
Is it for these your superstition seeks 
To build a temple worthy of a god^ 
To laud a monkey^ or to worship leeks ? 
Then be the stage, to recompenoe your freaks, 
A motley chaos, jumbling age and ranks. 
Where Punch, the lignum vitae Roscius, squeaks. 
And Wisdom weeps, and Folly plays his pranks. 
And moody Madness laughs, and hugs the chiun he 
clanks. 



>VJ 
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To the Secretary of the Managing Committee of 
^Druru Lane Playhouse, 



Sir, 
. To the gewgaw fetters of rhymCf (invented by 
the monks to enslave the people,) I have a rooted 
objection. I .have therefore written an address foir 
your theatre in plain, homespun, yeoman's joro^e ^* 
in til e doing whereof I hope I am swayed by no- 
thing but an independent wish to open the eyes of 
this gulled people, to prevent a repetition of the 
dramatic bamboozling they have hitherto laboured 
under. If you like what I have done, and mean to 
make use of it, I don't want any such aristocratic 
reward as a piece of plate with two griffins sprawl- 
ing upon it, or a dog and a jackass fighting for a 
ha'p'orth oi gUt gingerbread^ or any such Bartho- 
lomew Fair nonsense. All I ask is, that the door- 
keepers of your playhouse may take all the sets of 
mil Register, now op hamdy and^rce every body 
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who enters your doors to buy one, giving afterwuds 
a debtor and creditor account of what they have 
received, post^paidy and in due course remitting me 
the money and unsold Registers, carfiag&paid* 
^ « I am, ice* 

W.C. 



IN THE CHARACTER OF 

A HAMPSHIRE FARMER. 



-Rabida qui concitus ira 



Implevit parHer ternis latratibw anras 
£t apanU Tirldes fpoinis albentibnt agroi. 

Ovid. 



Most thinking People, 
When persons address an audience from tli^ 
stage, it is usual, cither in words or gesture, tc^ 
say, <^ Ladies and Gentlemen, your servant'* I€ 
I were base anoc^hi mean enoogfay paltry enoo^ 
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imd kruie heati enough, to follow that fashion, I 
ihould tell two lies in a breath. In the first place, 
you are noi Ladies and Gentlemen, but I hope 
something better, that is to say, honest men and 
women ; and in the next place, if you were ever 90 
much ladies, and ever so much gentlemen, I aiii 
,not, nor ev^ xmll be, your hmnble servant You 
see me here, most thinking people^ by mere chance. 
I have not been within the doors of a playhouse 
before for these ten years, nor till that abominable 
custom of taking money at the doors is discon- 
,tinued» will I ever sanction, a theatre with my pre- 
sence. The stage door is the only gate ofjreedom 
in the whole edifice, and through that I made my 
way from Bagshaw's in Brydges Street, to accost 
you. lA>ok about you.— Are you not all comfort- 
able i Nay, never slink, mun ; speak out, if you 
are dissatisfied, and tell me so before I leave town. 
Yqu lire now, (thanks to Mr Whithreadi) got into 
a Ifrge, comfortable house. Not into a gimcrad 
palace i not into a Solomon* s temple; not into a 
frost-work of Brobdignag filagree ; but into a plain, 
lipnest, homely, industrious, wholesome, iroton, bru^ 
phjfho^ie* You have been struggling for independ- 
fac^ ^d elbow-room these three years ; uid whf 
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gaVe it you ? Who helped you out of Liffiput? WKd^ 
routed you froih a rat-hole, five ii^ches by four, ta 
|)erch you in' a palace ? Again and again I answer^. 
Mr Whiiiread. You might have sweltered in that 
place with the Greek name till Doomsday, and nei« 
ther Lord Castiereagh^ Mr Cannings no, nor tl^ 
Marquis WeUedey^ would have turned a trowel to 
help you out ! Remember that Never forget that. 
Read it to your children, and to your childref/s 
children ! And now, most thinking people, cast your 
eyes over my hejid to what the builder, (I beg hb 
pardon, the architect,) calls the proscenium^ N(> 
motto,. no slang, no popish Latin to keep the people 
hi the dark. No Veluti in Speculum, Nothing in 
the dead languages, properly so called, for ;th6y 
ought to die, aye, and be damned to boot ! The Co- 
vent Garden Manner tried that, and a pretty busf- 
Ber>s he made of it ! When a man says VduH in spe* 
culum, he b called a man of letters. Very well, and 
is not a man who cries* O. P. a man of leUers too { 
You ran your O.T, against lus' Veluti inspectdumf 
and pray which beat ? I prophesied that, though I 
never told any body. I take it for granted, that 
every intelligent man, woman, and child, to whom 
I address myself, has stood severally and reflpectivelj 
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m Little Ru89el S^eet, and cast theiri his, her, an^ 
its eyes ox^ t^e o^tside of this building before they 
:{>aid their moi^ey. to view the inside. Look at the 
'f>rick work, English Audience I Look at the brick 
work! All pla^n and smooth like a quakers' meeting, 
'x^one of your Egyptian pyramids, to entomb 8ub?> 
scHbers' capitals. Noovergrown colonades of st ^ncj 
liiie an alderman's gouty legs in white cotton stock- 
itigSy fit only to use as rammers, for payjng Tottea^ 
ham Court Road, This house is neither after the 
'model of a temple in Athens, no, nor a temple ia 
' MoorfieldSf but it is built to act English plays in, an<l 
provided you hsL^o good scenery, dresses, and dece^ 
rations, I dare say you wouldn't break your hearts i^ 
the outside were as. plain as the pikestaff I used to 
carry when 1 was a serjeanL Apropos^ as the Frenql^ 
"ifalets say, who cut t^eir masters' throats,-wipro|K>i^ 
a,WQfd a)>out dresses. You mu^ many of you, have 
seen what I have read a description of, Kemble and 
Mrs Siddons in Macbeth, wit|i more gold and silver 
plaistered on their doublets, than would have kep( 
an honest family in butchers' meat and flannel from 
year's end to year'a end ! I. am informed^ now mtndf 
I dp not vouch, for the ft^ct, but 1 am informed that 
All sueh extravagant idlpnesfi is,^ be done away with 
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here. Ijady Macbeth is to hare a plain quiked pet- 
ticoat, a cotton gown, and a mob cap^ (as the court 
parasites call it; — ^it will be well for them if, one of 
these days, they don't wear a mob cap— I mean a 
nJiiU cap, with a-mob to look at them ;) and Macbeth 
is to appear in an honest yeoman's drab coat, and a 
pur of black calamanco breeches. Not Sa/amanca ; 
no, nor Talavera neither, my most Noble Marquis, 
bat plain, honest, black cadamanco, stuff breech^ 
This is right ; this is as it should be. Most thinking 
peopie^ I have heard you much abused. There is not 
a compound in the language but is strung fifly in a 
rope, Idie onions, by the Morning Post, and hurled 
Sn your teeth. You are called the mob, and when 
fhey have made you out to be the mob, you are 
called the icum of the people, and the dregs of the 
people. I should like to know how you can be both. 
Take a basin of broth, — ^not cheap soupy Mr Wilber' 
Jorce, not soup for the poor at a penny a quart, as 
your nnxture of horse's legs, brick dust, and old shoes 
was denomiinated, but plain, wholesome, patriotic 
beef or mutton "brDdi ; take this, examine it, and you 
will find-— HDind, I don't voudi for the fact, but I 
am told you will find the dregs at the bottom, «nd 
9i{i scum at the top. I wiU endeairour to explaim 
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this to you : England is a large earthen^ware pipkin. 
John Bull is the beef thrown into it. Taxes are the 
hot wtter he boils in. Rotten boroughs are the Juel 
that blazes under this same pipkin. Parliament is 
^At hdh that stirs the hodge-podge, and sometimes 
' b ut hold, I don't wish to pay Mr J^eaoman a 

second visit. I leave you better off than you have 
^ i)een this many a day. You have a good house over 
your head ; you have beat the French in Spain ; the 
harvest has turned out well ; the comet keeps its dis- 
tance ; and red slippers are hawked about in Con- 
stantinople for next to nothing, and for all diis, agcdn 
nnd again I teH you, you are indebted to Mr WhU^ 
Ireai! il 
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THE LIVING LUSTRES. 



Jam te javaverit 
Viros relin^ercy 
Docteqoe coiyogii 

Sinn qoiescere. 

Sir T. Moee. 



1. 

O mm diould our dtdl x etrpspectiye addresses 
Fall damp as wet bladcete on Drury-Lane fire i 

Away with blue devils, away with distresses. 
And j;ive ^he gajr spirit Xo sparUiog desire ! 

Let artists decide on the beauties of Dnxry, 
The richest to me is when woman is there; 

Tlie question of houses I leave Xo the jury.; 
The fairest to me is the house of the fair. 
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S. 
When woman's soft smile all our senses bewilders^ 

And gilds while itcarves her dear formonthe heart. 

What need has New Drury of t^anrers and gilders. 

With Nature so bounteous, why call upon Art i 

4. 
How well would our actors attend to their duties, 

Our house save in oil, and our authors in wit. 
In lieu of yon lamps, if a row of young beauties 
Glanced light from their ey^ between us and the 
pit. 

s. 

The apples that grew on the fruit<tree of knowle4gp 
By woman were phick'd, and she still wears the 
\ prize^ 

To tempt us in Theatre, Senate, or College ; 
I mean the love apples that bloom in the eyes, 

6.' 
There too is the lash which all statutes con^oiling. 

Still governs the slaves that are made by die fmr^ 
For man b the pupfl, who, while her eye's rollingi 

Is lifted to raptiure or sunk in despair. 



" I 
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7. 
BIpoi^i. Thea^re^ blooip, in the roseate blushes 

Of beauty illumed by a love-breathbg smile ; > 

i^nd floarish, ye (Mllara, a9 green as the rashes 

That pillow the nymphs of the Emerald Isle. . / 

8. 
For dear is the Emerald I^le of the Ocean, 

Whose dftughters are fair as the foam of the wfve. 
Whose sons, unapcnstomed to rebel commotion^ 

Xho* pjom are sober, tho' peaceful are brave. 

a 

The shamrodc theur olive, sworn $»e to a quarrel, 
Protects ^am, the thunder and lightning of rows; 

Their spi% of shillelagh is nothing but laurel. 
Which jflourishes rapidly over their brows. 

10. 
Oh ! soon diall they burst the tyrannical shackles, 

Wliich eadi panting bosom indignantly names, 

{Jntil not one goos^ at the capital cackles, 

Against the pm^ questioa of o^tbolick claiois* 
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11. 
And then shall ead F^dy, who once on the Lify 

Perchance held the helm of some mackarel hoy. 
Hold the helm of the state, and dispense in a jifi^ 

More fishes than ever he caught when a boy. 

12. 
And those who now quit their hod^ shovels^ and 
barrows. 
In crowds to the bar of some ale-house to flock. 
When bred to our bar shall be Gibbs's and GarrowSt 
Assume the sulk gown and discard the smock- 
frock. 

15. 
For Erin surpasses the'danghtera of Neptune, 

As Dian outshines each encircling star. 
And the spheres of the Heavens could never hava 
kept tune % 

Till set to the music of Erin-go»bra i 
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THE REBUILDING- 

ByR.S. 



-^ pef awtecet iiot» dUtoyrfunbM 



Verba devolfit, oumerisque fertur 
Lege lolntii. Horat, 

Spoken by a Glendaveer. 

J AM a blessed Glendoveer ; 

^Tis mine to speak, and yours to hear. 



Midnight, yet not a nose 

Fipm Tower-hill to PiogadOly snored I 

, Midnight, yet not a nose 

From Indra drew the essence of repose ! 

See with what crimson fury, 

By Indra fann'd, ihe god of fire ascends the waHs 

ofDrury; 
The tops of houses^ blue with lead, 
JBepd beneath the landlord's tread. 
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Master and 'prentice^ se^mg man and lord» 
Nailor and tailor, 
Gt^ier and bi'a^i^ry 
Tbxo' 8tre ts and alleys pour'd. 
All, ill' abroad to ^e» 
And wonder at' the Blase. 
Thick calf, fat foot, atid i^lim knde, 
Mounted on roof and chimney. 
The mighty roadt, the mighty stew 

To see ; 

As if the dismal view 

Were but to them a Brentford jubilee* 

Vably, all radiant Surya, sire of I^aetbn^ 
(By Greeks called Apollo) 
Hollow 
Sounds from thy harp proceed ; 
Combustible as reed. 
The tongue of Vulcan licks thy wooden legs : 
iVom Drury's top, disseveif d from thy pegs. 
Thou tatcdblest, 
Humblest, 
Where late thy bright effulgence shone on high ; 
While^ by thy somerset excitedy fly 

'7 
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,. TenmilUoDy 

BiUiott , 
Sparks froHi the pit, to gem the sable sky. 

Now come the men of fire to fueoch the fires. 
To Russel Street see Globe and Atlas run, 
Hope gallops firsts and second Sub ; 
On flying heel. 
See Hand-in-Hand 
Overtake the band ; 
View with what glowing wheel 
He nicks 
Phoenix ; 
While Albion scampers from Bridge Street^ Black- 

friars/ 
Drury-Lane ! Drury-Lane ! 
Drury«Lane I Drury-Lane ! 
They shout and they bellow again and again. 
All, all in vain ! 
Water turns steam; 
Each blazing beam 
Hisses defiance to the eddying spout; 
It seems but too plain that nothing can put it out ; 
Drury-Lane ! Drury-Lane ! 
See, Drury-Lane expires ! 
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I^ent in bjr smoke-dried beaa»» twehre mocuA or more, 

Shomof hn my, 
Surya in duiimee lay : 
The workmen heard him shout, : 
But thought it would not pay 
To dig him out. 
When lb ! terrific Yamen, lord of hell^ 
Solemn as lead. 
Judge of the dead. 
Sworn foe to witticism, 
By men called criticism, 
Came passing by that way : 
Kise ! cried the fiend, behold a sight of gladness. 
Behold the rival theatre, 

Fve set O. P. at her. 

Who, like a bull-dog bold, 

ijfrowls and fastens on his hold ; 

Hie many-headed rabble roar in madness: 

Thy rival staggers ; come and spy her 
Deep in the mud as thou art in the mire. 

80 Mying, in his arms he caught the beaming one. 

And crossing Russel Street, 

He placed him on his feet, 

'Neadi Covent*Garden dome* Sudden a sound 
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Aa of die brickkjert of BaM roMc 

Horns, rattlesy drums, tin tnin^pclBy sboetB of coppert 

Punches and slaps, thwacks of all torts and sizes^ 

From the knobbed Urndgeon to ihe Cijper switch^ 

Ran ediomg round the vaUs; paper phcardff 

Blotted the lamps, boats brown with mud the benches : 

A sea of heads rdlM roariag in the ptt; 

On paper wiags O. P«'s 

Redined in lettered ease ; 

WliOe shomt^Nsdlhacei; 

Ya!ya! off! off ! 

Like tfaa&derbolt on Sorja's eardrum felV 

And seemM to paint 

The sa^ttge oddities of Saint 

Baftholomew in htUlL 

Tears dinni'd the god c^ Hgbt^ 

Bear me baek, Y«mei]^ from this hideoiuhsfghv* 

Bear me baek, Yemen, I grow siek, 

CMi ! burjr me again in brtek ; . 

ShaU I on New Drury tremble, 

IbbeO^P/dlifceKeQiUe; 

MOr 

Better remain by r^bish giMded^ 
Than thus hubbobish grono pbicard^; 
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Bmt me back, YdmeDy bear me quick, 

me again in brick* 

Obedient Yamen 

Ansvrer'dy Ameii, 

And did 

Aa be was bid* 



There lay the buried god, and T^me 

Seem'd to; decree eternity of Ume ; 

9ut pity, like a dew«drop, gently preafc 

Almighty Vejaabaoo's adamantine breasts 

He, t)ie. pr«serveri iivdent stiO 

To do whatever be sigrs he will, 

. Fran South-hill. i«rged his way. 

To. raise Ae droopiog.lord of ilay. 

AB eartUy spells the busy one overpowered ; 

He tieats with men of all conditions, 

•Foeta and^playeiis, tmdesmeni and.mnsiciani; 

* Ni^, eren ventorea 

To attack the renlersy 

Old and new : 

A list he gets 

Of claims and debts, 

And imiif» BOi^t done while ai^bt remains to do. 
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Yamen beheld and withered «t the 
Long had he atm'd the sun-beam to controul. 

For light was hateftd te his soul : 

Co on, cried the hellish one, ^j^ow with spite. 

Go on, cried the hellifiii one, yellow with spleen. 

Thy toils of the morningy like Ithaca's queea^ 

m toO to undo every night. 

Ye sons of soi^, rejoice! 
Veeshnoo has stilled the jarring etementi^ 
The spheres hymn munc; 
Again the god of day 
Peeps forth with trembling nqr. 
And pours at intervals a strain divine. 
I have an iron yet in the fire» cried Yamen ( 
The vollied flame rides in my breath. 
My blast is elemental death ; 
This hand shall tear their paper bonds to pieces: 
Ingress your deeds, asrignmentr, leases. 
My breath shall every line erase 
Soon as I blow -the blaze. 

The lawyers are met atthe Crown and Anchor, 
And Yamen's visage grows bhnker and blanker. 
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Im kmyexB are met al the Aouchor and Crown, 

And Yamen's cbieek is a ruasety brpwn* 

VeeshnQOj^noiiv dij work proceeds ; 

^ ,jp>ie solicitoF reads^ 

And> merit of merit t 

Bed wa^ and green ferfek 

Aire fix'd at the foot of the deeds I 

Tanaen beheld imd shiYer'd ; 
iite finger and thitfnb wece cramped; 
His ear by th^e flea in't was bitten, 
Yfhf^ he saw by the lawyer's deck written. 



Seal'd and deliver'd^ 
Beiiig first duly stamped 



.} 



Now for my tiiim, the d^SKm cries, and blows 

A blast of sulphur fropi his mouth and nose ; 

Ah I heottess aim ! . the critic fiend, 

Sagacious Yamen, judge of hell^ 

Is judged in his turn; 

JRtrehment. won't burn ! 

His sdbemes of vengeance are disaolYM in air, 

Parchment won't tear I ! 



E 2 
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Is it not written in the Himakoot hockt ' 
{That mighty Baly from Kehama took) 
^* Who blows on pounce 
'* Must the Swerga renounce?'' 
It is 1 it is ! Yamen, thine hour is nigh ; 
Like as an «agle claws an asp, 
Veeshnoo has caught him in his mighty graqi^ i 
And hurl'd him, in spite of his shrieks and his squallt; 
"Whizzing aloft like the Temple fountain, 
lliree times as high as Meru mountain, 

Which is 
Ninety-mne times as high as St Paul's* 
Descending, he twisted like Levi the Jew, 
Who a durable grave meant 
To dig in the pavement 
Of Monument^yard ; 
To earth by the laws of attraction he flew. 
And he fell, and he fell. 
To the regions of hell ; 
Nine centuries bounced he from cavern to rock, 
And his head, as he tumbled, went nickety nock, 
Like a pebble in Carisbrook well 

Now Veeshnoo turn'd round to a capering varlet, 
Array'd in blue and white and scarlet, 
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And cried. Oh ! brown of sUpper as of hat, 

f Lend me, Harlequm, thy bat : 

He seized diennoden sword, and smote the earth, 

Whenio ! upstarting into birth, 

.A &bric, gorgeous to behold. 

Outshone in elegance the old. 

And Veeshnoo saw, and cried« Hail, playhouse mine 1 

' Then, bending his head, to Surya he said. 

Go mount yon edifice. 

And shew thy steady faice 

In renovated pride, 

More bright, more glorious than before 1 

But ah I coy Surya still felt a twinge. 

Still smarted frotn his former singe. 

And to Veeshnoo replied, 

In a tone rather gruff, 

Ko, thank you ! one tumble's enough I 
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DRURY'S DIRGE. 

By LAURA MATILDA, 



You praite our sires : bot though they wrote with force. 
Their rhjrnies weve Ticious, aod tboir dicHoo coftrse : 
We want tbeir strei^, agreed | bat we atono 
For that and more» by sweefiMtf all oar own* 



"*»»- 



1. 

Ijalmy Zeplijrrg lightly flittiiigy 
Shade me with your azuie wing; 

On PaniassuB* summit fitting 
Aid me> Clio, while I aing* 

2. 
SoAIy slept the dome of Drury, 

O'er the empyreal crest. 
When Alecto's sister-fiiryy 

Softly slumbering sunk to rest. 



GlFrOED* 
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3 
Lo ! from Lemnos limping lamely, 

Lags the lowly Lord of Fire, 
Cy therea y idding tamely^ 

To the Cyclops dark and dire* 



Clouds of amber, dreams of gladness, 
Dulcet joys and sports of youth, 

Soon must yield te haughty sadness, 
Mercy holds th» veil to Truth. 

5. 
See £rostratus the second^ 

Fires again Diana^s fane; 
By the Fates ^rom Orcus beckoned. 

Clouds eaydop Druiy Lane. 



Lurid smoke and frank suspicion. 
Hand in hand reluctant dance : 

While the God lulfils his nussioDi 
Chivalry resign thy lance. 



% 
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7. 
Hark ! the engines blandly thundery 

Fleecy clouds disheTelled lie. 
And the firemen, mute with wonderf. 

On the soM of Saturn cry. 

8. 
See the bird of Ammon saiUng, 

Perches on the engine's peak. 
And the Eagle firemen hailing. 

Sooths than with its bidsering bdakw 

9 

Juno saw, and maS with nudice. 
Lost the prizi^ that Paris gfi^i 

Jealousy*s ensanguin'd chalice^. 
Mantlii^A|i9ttrs the orient waye* 

10 
Pan beheld Patroclus dying, 
^^ ^ Nox to ^'vobe was turned; 
From Busiris Bacchus flyings. 
Saw his Semele inum'd. 



% 

I 

11 

Thus fdl Drory's lofty gloiy, 
LeveiiM widi the sinu^Ucriiig stones; 

Mars with trc w ei bltcfc amd gory, . 
Diinks the dew of pearly groans. 

12. 
Hark I what soft Eolian numbers, 

Gem the blushes of the mom ; 
Break, Amphion, break your slumbers. 

Nature's rmglets deck the thorn. 

IS. 
Ha ! I hear the strain erratic. 

Dimly glance from pole to pole, 
Baptures sweet and dreams ecstitic 

Fire my everlasting souL 

U 
Where is Cupid's crimson motion? 

Billowy ecstasy of woe, 
Bear me straight, meandering ocean. 

Where the stagnant torrents flow. 
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Blood in every vein is gushing. 
Vixen vengeance lulls my benrt. 

See, the Gorgon gang is rushbg ! 
Never, never let us part. 
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A TALE OF DRURY LANE. 

ByW. S. 



Thos he went on, strUigiiig one eztraYagMce vpen MWtltfr, 
Id the style hii books of chivalry had taught hiniy and Imi- 
tatiog as near as he conld their very pbraie. 

Don QUIXOTB* 



To be spoien hy Mr Kemble tn a Sidt qf the Black 
Princes Armour^ horr&mdjrwn ike Zoioer. 

Survey this shield all bossy bright; 
These cuisses twain behold ; 
Look on my form in armour digfat 
Of steel inlaid with gold. 
My knees are stiff in iron buckles, 
Stiff spikes of steel protect my knuckles^ 
These once belonged to sable princei 
Who never did in battle wince; 
With valour tart as pungent quince^ 
He slew the vaunting Gaul : 
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Rest there awhfle» my bearded lance. 
While from green curtain I advance 
To yon fbot lights, no trivid dancse. 
And tell the town what sad mischance 
Did Drury'Lane befal. 

On ^ir Augusta's towers and trees 

flitted the silent midnight breeze, 

Curling the foliage as it past, 

Which iirmn Ae moon-t^'d plumage cast 

A i^angled light like dancing spngr, 

Then reassumed its slill array : 

When as n^ht's lan^ undouded hqiig^ 

And down its full elbjgenee flung. 

It shed such soft and bakay power. 

That cot and castle, hsdil and bower, 

And spire and dome, and turret height. 

Appeared to slumi^er in the light* 

From Henry's chapel, Rufiis' hall, 

To Savoy, Temple, and St Pad, 

From Knightsbridge, Pancras, Camden Town, 

To Redriffi JSbadwdli Hai9eIydown» 
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No voice war heard, no eye unclosedi 
But all iatleepeflt^eep repoeecL 
They might have thought, who gazed around, 
Amid a silence so profound. 

It made the senses thrill, 
That 'twas- no place inhabited. 
But some vast city of the dead, 

AH was so hushM and'StilL 



%U IBtiminq^ 

As Chaos which^ by heavenly doom^. 
Had slept in everlasting gloom. 
Started with terror and surp^rise. 
When light (rst fla^h'd upon her eyes : 
So London's sons in night*-pap wol^e, 

In bed-gown woke her d^unesy 
For shouts were heard 'mid fire and smoke^ 
And twice ten hundi:ed voicea spoke, 

** The Playhouse is in flames." 
And lo ! where Catherine Street estend% 
A fiery tail its lustre lends 

To ev^ry window pane : 
Blqshes ei|ch spout in Mairtiet..Coiirt» 
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And Birbicany inoth«ieatien fort» 
And Covent«Garden kennels sporty 

A bright ensanguin'd drain | 
Meux's neir brewhouse shows the lights. 
Rowland Hill's chapel, and the height 

Where patent-shot they sril : 
The Tennis Court, so fair and tall. 
Partakes the raj» with Surgeons' Hall» 
The ticket porters' house of call. 
Old Bedlam, dose by London Wall, 
Wright's shrimp and oyster shop withal. 

And Richardson's Hotel 

Nor these ak>ne, but far and wide 
Across the Thames's gleaming tide, 
To dbtant fields the bhize was borne. 
And daisy white and hoary thome 
In borrowed lustre sean'd to sham 
The rose or red sweet Wil-li*ani« 

To those who on the hills around 

Beheld the flames from Dnuy's moundi 
As from a lofty altar rise ; 

It seem'd that nations did conqure^ 

To oSdT to the god of fire 
Some vast stupendous sacrifice I 
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The sumiiioii'd finsmen woke st caU» 
And hied them to their statiOBS alL 
Starting from short and brek^i-snooiey 
EaiAt sought Ms pond'rous hobnail'd shoeSf 
But first luft worsted hosen plied, 
Plush breeches ifext ip crimson &A, 

His nether bulk embraced ; 
Then jacket thick of red or blae^ 
Whose massy shovdder gave to view 
The bodge of each respective crew^ 

Id tin or copper traced. 
The engines thundei^d thro* die street> 
^ire-hook) pipe, bucket, all complete, 
Aidd torches gtared, and c la tter in g ftet 

Along the pavement paced* 

And one, Ae leader of the bani^. 
From Charing Cross idong the Strand, 
Like stag by beagles hunted hard. 
Ran till he stopped ^t Vin*gar Yard* 
The burning badge hiir shoulder bore, 
The belt and o3-skfn hat he wore. 
The cane he had his men to bang, 
jShow'd foreman of the Britidr gang. 
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His name was Higginbottom; now 
Tis meet tliat I should teU you how 

The others came in view : 
The Hand-in*Hand the nice b^^mi^ 
Then came the Pboenix: and the Sun, 
Th' Excfaaagey whepre <^d insurers run, 

The Eagle, where the new ; 
With these came Eumlbrdy Bumferd, Cofei 
Robinsfrom Hocldey in the Hole^ 
Lawson and Dawson, cheek by jowl. 

Crump from St Giles's Po>und : 
Whitford and Mitford join'd the tram, 
Huggins ai;id Muggins from Chick Lane, 
And Clutterbi;dc, who got a sprain 

Before the plug was found. . 
Hobson and Jobson did not sleep. 
Bat ah ! no trophy could they reap, 
For both were in the Donjon Keep 

Of Bridewell's gloomy mound J 

E'en Higginbottom now was posed» 
For sadder scene was ne'er disclosed ; 
Without, within, in hideous show« 
De vooruD^ flames resistless glow^ 
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And blazing rafters downward go, ' 
And never halloo <* heads bebw!** 

Nor notice give al alT: 
The firemen,. terrified, are slow 
To bid<tke|>uniping torrent flow, 

^<a fear the roof should fidl. 
Sack, Robins, back 1 Crump, stand aloofl 
Whitford, keep near the walls I 
Huggins, regard your own behoof, 
For lo 1 the blazing rocking roof 
Down, down in thunder fidlsi 

An awfiil pause succeeds the stroke, 
Jknd o'er the ruins volumed smoke. 
Rolling around its pitchy shroud, 
ConcealM them from th* astonished crowd. 
At length the mist awhile was cleared, 
When lo ! amid the wreck uprear^d. 
Gradual a moving head appear'd, 

And Eagle firemen knew 
'Twas Joseph Muggins, name revored^ 

The foreman of their crew. 
Loud shoutdd all in signs of woe, 
*^ A JMuggins to the rescuOi ho f^ 
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And pouPd the hianng tide: 
Meanwhile the Moggins fought amaiOf 
And strove and struggled all in Tain» 
For rallying but to fall again^ 

He tc»tter^d, siinki and diedl 

Did none attempt, before he feU* 
To succour one they loved so well ? 
Yes, Higguabottom did aspire 
(His fireman's soul was>all on fire,) 

His brother chief to save; 
Botfdi! his reckless generous ire 

Served but to share his grave ! 
Mid bhwng btens and scalding streams, 
. Thro' fire and smoke he dauntless brpke, 

Where Muggms brcrice befine* 
But sulphury stench and boiling drench 
I)e9troying sight o'erwhelm'd hitn quk^ 

He funk to rise no more* 
StiU o'er hia head, while Fate he braved, 
His whtznng water-pipe he waved ; 
f < Whitford and Mitfi>rd, ply your popips, 
** You, Clutterbttck, ooine« stir your stumps^ 
** Why are you in such doleful dumpi i 
^ A fireman, and afraid of bumps ! *' 



A TALE OF DRURY LANE. 55 

*< What are they fear'd on ? fodls ! 'od rot 'em !" 
Were the last words of Higginbottook 

Peace to his souN iiew prospects bloomy 
And toil rebuilds what fires consume ! 
Eat we and drink we, be our ditty* 
** Joy to the managing committee." 
Eat we -and drink we, join tarum 
Roast beef and puddipg of the plum-; 
Forth firom thy nook, John Homer, come» 
With bread of ginger brown thy thumb. 

For this is Drury's gay day : 
Roll, roll thy hoop, and twirl thy top% 
And buy, to glad thy smiling chops^ - 
Crisp parliament with lollypops^ 

AndJngers of the Lady. 

Didst mar]E> liowtofl^d^the busy train 
From mom to ere, tiU Drury Lane 
Leap'd like a roebuck from the plaini 
Ropes rose and sunk, and rose again^ 

And nimble workmen trod ; 
To realize bold Wyatt'« plan 
Rush'd many a howling Irishman, 



S6 REJECTED ADDR£8SfilS# ' 

lAHid ctatter'd many a porter can^ 
-" And many a n^amuffin clan, 
With trowel and with hod* 

DruryrlsviTes.! her rounded pate 
Is blue, 18 heavenly blue with slate; 
She « wings tbfe midway air** elate, 

As magpie, crow, or chough t . 
White paint her modish visage smears. 
Yellow and pointed are her ears^ 
Ko pendent portico appears 
Dangling beneath, for Whitbread's shears 
Have cut the bauble oE 

Ye»f she eli^ts her stately head, ^,, 

And, but that solid bulk outspread. 

Opposed you oil your onward tread. 

And posts and pillars warranted 

That all wbs true that Wyatt said. 

You might have deemed her walls so thid:| 

Were not composed of stone or brick, 

But all a phantom, all a trick. 

Of brain disturbed and fancy*sick 

So high she soars, so vast, so quick, 
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JOHNSON'S GHOST. 



Ghott of Dr Johnson rues from trap door P. & 
and Ghost ofl^swxLLjrom trap door 0. P. The 
latter bom respeetfidfy to the Houses and obse' 
fuioud^ to the Jfoctoi^f Ghost, nnd retires. 

Doctof^s Ghost loquitur. 

Gl BAT which was orgapiied by the moral ahilitjr 
€if one, has been executed by the physical effort of 
many, and Daurt Lank Thbatrx is now com* 
|ilete. Of that part beluiid the. Qurtaui, which has 
not yet been destined to glow ben^alii the bnish of 
the vamisher, or vibrate to the hunmer of the car- 
penteff litile is thought by the public, and tittle i^eed 
be said by the conunittee. Trutfat) however, is not 
to he sacrificed for the .acoommodation of either, 
and he who should pronounce, that our edifice has 
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received its final embellisbmenty would be dissemi- 
nating falsehood without incurring &¥Our>^ and risk- 
ing the disgrace of detection without participating 
the advantage of success. 

Professions lavishly effiised and parsimoniously re^f 
rified are alike inconsistent with the precepts of iii-^ 
nate rectitude and the practice of external policy : 
let it not then be conjectured, that because we are 
unassuming, we are imifiecile ; that fbrbearance is 
any indication ef despondency, or humility of de- 
merit. He that is the most assured of success will 
make the fewest appeab to favour, and wher6 no- 
thing is claimed that is undue, notliing that is duc» 
will be withheld;. A swelling opening is too often 
succeeded by an insignificant conclusion. Parturient 
mountains have ere now produced muscipularabpi^^ 
tions, and the auditor who oompares incipient gran-, 
deur with final vulgarity^ is reminded of the piow 
hawkers of Constantinople, who^ solemnly peiamba- 
laite her streets, exclaiming^ <*-In the name of tbch 

Of many wHo^ think themselves wise, and a^ 
some who are thought wise by others, the exertioBS 
are directed to the revival of mouldering and ob- 
scure dramas} to endeavours to exalt that which 

8 
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U now rare only because it was always worthless, and 
whose, deterioratioia> while it condemned it to living 
obscurity, by a strange obliquity of moral perception 
eonstitutes its title to posthumous renown. To embo- 
dy the flying colours of folly, to arrest evaneseenoe^ 
to give to bubUes the globular coasisteney as w^ as 
fimn, to exhibit on the ftage the pyebald denizen of 
the stabte, and tiM half-reasoniag parent of combs^ 
to diqiiay tkb bride Idco-raotion of Cokimbine, or thd 
Sorta<»us attibideniziag of Punch ; these are the oc« 
CQpadons of others^ whose ambition, limited to the 
applause of uninteUectual &tui(y, is too innocuous 
tor the aj^icsftioD^ of satire, and too huoMe for the 
iadtemeiftt of jealousy. 

Our refectory w^ be found to contaiii every spe- 
cies of fruit, from the coolmg nectarine and lusciouiGl. 
peadi> to the pony pippin and the noxious nut* 
There iodoleiioe may repose, and Inebriety revel j 
and the ^Mmoe apprentice, msfaing m at second 
a0CQ«Bt, nay there chatter wMi impunhyi debar* 
redi by u banrief of brick md mortar fi^om marring 
HAt scenic interest inotliers, which nalure and edu« 
eatkm have disqualified him i&om comprehending 

Pennaaent stage doon we have mme. That which 
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is peniianeDt cannot be removed^, for if remov^li 
goon ceases to be permanent. What stationary ali^ 
surdity can vie with that ligneous bariicadoy whic^^ 
decorated with., frappant and tintinabulant append 
^agesy^'.Nv ser^tes as the entrance of the lowly cdE^ 
tage>. and now as the exit of a lady's bed-chamber t 
^ one time insinuating plasfic Harlequin intait but^ 
9her's shop» and at another^ yawning as a flood-gat6 . 
to precipitate the Cyprianaof St Giles's into^lhe emi 
braces of Macheath. To elude this glaring ahstO'i- 
dity, to give to each respective mansion the door 
which the carpenter would doubtless have given^ w^ 
isary our portal with the vatying scene, passing, froelk 
deal to mahogany, and from, mahogany to, oak, tA 
the opposite dairas of cottage, palace^ or G»s&e may 
appear to respire* - '-'^ 

. Amid the general hum of gratulation wMch flai^ 
tecs us in front, it is fit that some fegard should b^ 
paid to the murmurs .of despondence that assail us 
in the rear- They, as I have elsewhere expressed it^ 
<< who live to please,^' should not have their owot 
pleasures entirely oveHooked. The children of 
Tbespia are general ia their censures of the ar<^<* 
tect in having placed the locality of exit at: such 'a 
distance from the oily irradiators which now dazzle 
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t|if eyes of him who addresses you. I am, cries the 

^^loeen of Terrors, robbed of my fair proportions. 

'When. the king-killing^thane hints to the breathless 

wditory.the murders he means to perpetrate in th^ 

Cft^le of Macduff ^ ere his purpose cool,'* so vast is 

d|a.iatenralhe.has to travel before he can escape 

firom :the sti^e, that his purpose has even time td 

fieeze* Your condition, cries the Muse of iSmiles, is 

Jiard, but it is cygnet's down in comparison wiUi 

mine. The peerless peer of capers and congees has 

laid it down, as a rule, that the best good thing ut- 

^edby the morning visitor should conduct him ra- 

ipidly to . the door-way, last impressions vying in 

durability with, -first But when on this boarded 

elopgation it &lls to my lot to say a good thing, ta 

ejaculate '^!keep moving,'* or to chaunt ^* hie hoc 

b^Heum genitive," many are the moments that musi 

fHafee eve I can hide myself from public vision kt 

^tbe recesses of O. P. or P. S* 

. To objections like these, captiously urged, and 

.jpemlously maititatned, it is time that equity should 

,4;^onclusive]y reply. Deviatton^frcmi scenic propriety 

has only .to vituperate itself ibr the<consequenees it 

.^nerates. Let the actor consider the line of exit 

jWirtbat line beyond which he should not soar in quest 
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of spurious applaijse ; let bim reflect that in ^riPfgtf 
tion as he advanees to the lamps, he neced^fic^ii 
nature; that the trunpbeon of Hotspur acqaices^iio 
additioiud charm Irowi ««coiiiitai&ig ibe choek, 4if 
beauty in the «t«|;e4N», tni that the hravuna^^ 
Ma^daoe mwjf pn>d««e etfeat, aithou^tfae tbraJEit «f 
ber who warbles it ahouU not overhang the orebeiti 
(tra* • The Jave of the modem criiieal 01j73Bpns» 
Lord Mayor of the tiieatric aky, has, es cathedim* 
asserted, that a natural a»tor looks «ipafi the audience 
part of the theatre as the third aide of the chamber 
be inhabiia. Surely of the third wall thus faacifidij 
erected, our actors should by ridicule or reason be 
aritiiheld from knodking their beads against tho 
atucco. 

Time forcibly reminds me that aU things wbicb 
h»?e a limit must be brought to a conclusion. Let 
me, ere that conclusion arrives, reed to your ifeool* 
lection,' that the pillars which rise on either side of 
me, blooming in virid antiquity, like two massy ever- 
greens, had yet slumbered in their native quarry^ 
but ioT the ardoat exertions of the individual «iio 
called them into Ufe : to his nevep-slumbering talents^ 
you are indebted £:>r whatever pleasure this haunt 
of the muses is cdcolated to aflford. If, in defiance 
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^chaotic malevolence^ the destroyer of the temple 
^f Diana yet survives in the name of ErostratuSi 
sorely we may confidently predict^ that the rebuild* 
^r of the temple of Apollo will stand recorded ta 
•"distant posterity in that df«-SAMJcrsi» Whitbaeai). 
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THE 

BEAUTIFUL INCENDIARY, 

By the Hon. W, S. 



Formotam retonare doccs Amaryllida silvaa* ViROiii* 

Scene draiost and discaoers a Ladtf atkep on a couch^ 

Enter Philander* 

Philander. 

1. 

Sobriety, cease to be sober, 

Cease> Labour, to dig and to delve> 
All hail to this tenth of October, 

One thousand eight hundred and twelve* 
Hah ! whom do my peepers remark ? 

'Tis Hebe with Jupiter's jug; 
Oh no, 'tis the pride of the Park, 

Fair Lady Elizabeth Mugg. 

8 
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2. 
Why, bdiiftil ttfmplkf do jroa dose 

The ouvtam that firinget your oye ? 
Why peil in die okyuds of vepoie 

The Bim tte AouU brighten «ar Ay ) 
Perhaps jealous Veniu has oiPd 

Thy bair mUk wamt opiate drug. 
Not chosbg her dMnqs riuaild be fid'i 

By Lady fiiiMbtidi Mngg« 



But ah! wbyiMralieathe blcBB 

Those ibtigfht ^tti 
Whose loDs mtli eoncentrated raf« 

Proved ftitfll to pid Drwy Lane. 
'Twas all acoldeiital tkey ciyy— 

Away iiHth d» flimsy humbiig! 
'Twas fired by a Aatb <irom the eye 

Of Lady Eliaabetb Mngg. 



^ REJECTED ADBBS88E8* 



4. 
Thy glance can m ua raise a flame, 

Then why dioiiid old Drury be free? 
Our doom and its dome are the same. 

Both subject to beauty^ decree. 
No candles the werlonen consumed, 

When4eq> in the rains they dug. 
Thy flash still their prc^press illum'd» 

Street Lady Elizabeth Mugg. 

Thy fiice a rich fiie-piace^Ks[k]r8 ; 

The aaati^fiiece vtaMt-'-^bf brows; 
Thme eyes are the br^t beaming Uaze» 

Thy bib which no trespass aHows, 
The fender's tall barrier marks; 

Thy tippet's the fire-quelUng m^. 
Which serves to extinguish the sparks 

Of Lady EUzabe^ Mugg. 
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6. 

The CohmUiw:* % «pip«tr% 

The Mipphm«i» U«o»niAg f» 9<mt8, 
A r^lMnlHMl «9rdai^U 10 |oipfii»i; 

But thort ftilE Ihe «ir9^ fmm^nAmw^ , 
For wAp wDiiU mil; ll^Kerj ki|g^ 

To |)«fl» bu(t 9B9 (^quiste liaur 



7. 
When at oourl^ aor irane D«Be^gBr*s.nDUf;» . 

Her diiimnul aigBttte jwtts 0ur yaew^ 
She loobi like a ^Wtmrnm dmw^d out. 

Or tulips kf q^gied. aStli dnr. 
Her two li|» dcDued to nftn^ anii;* 

Afe flbaned wjthlier fiyniliBte F^; 
What lioird 'v^odd aot ehaiige wiyi Ihe bnite^ 

To lliy^ wiAi Jlnabeth Mugg ? 
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8. 
Could the stage be a large vi»4i*m» 

Besen^d for the pdish'd and gieat» 
Where ^each happy lover might see 

The nymph he ad<Mres tete*a-lete; 
No loi^r Pd gaze on the ground. 

And the load of deepondeney lug. 
For Pd book myself att the year roond^ 

To ride vrkh the sweet Lady Miigg* 

Yes, she in herself is • host. 

And if she were here all alone, 
Oui: house might nootonaaUy boast 

A bumper of fashion and ton. 
Again should it bcnrst in a bhuae^ 

In wn would they ply Congre^splagy 
J^OT nought could extinguish the^rays 

Prom the^j^ce of divine I<ady Mu^« 
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10. 
O could I as Harlequin frisky 

And thou be my Columbine fiiiiv 
My wand should with one magic whisfe 

Transport us to Hanover Square ; 
St Geoige should lend us its shrine. 

The parson his shoulden might shrug. 
But a license should force him to jpin 

My hand in thehimd of my Miigg* 



11. 
Court-plaister the weapons should tijp^ 

By Cupid shot down from above, 
Which cut into spots far thy lip. 

Should still barb the arsows of love*. 
The God who from others iies quick,, 

With us should be slow as a slug. 
As close as a leech he should stick 

To me and Elizabeth Mugg* 



X 
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I2L 
For Time would,, like m^ *fteaft of sand, 

Pat filings of flttti in fais i^bbb, 
To Ay mp the bloto of his hand. 

And apaogie li^g page as th«j pass. 
Since allflc^iifrawere 'tisbs^r, 

O may I in clover live snugy . 
And when aid Tine mows me away. 

Be slacked with defanek Lady Mugg. 
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You, Brandy-faced Moll^ donH be looking askeifi 
WBca I talked of a Godaeai I didn't meaii you* 

Tol de roV i^c. 

4 

Oar flkage ii m ft^iUbf fMLotafi ftrfieiriig> 

The whole koite can see what the whole house it 

doing, 
^is just like the Hustings^ we kick up a bother. 
But saying is one thing and doing's another. 

Toldero]^&c« 

7. 
WeVe many new houses^ and some of ^em rum ones^ 
But the newest of all is the new House of Commons^ 
'Tis a rickety sort of a bantling Pm told, 
It will die of old age when it's seren years old. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

As I dont know on whom the election wiU fall, 
I move in return for returning them all; 
But for fear Mr Speaker my meaning should miss. 
The house that I wish 'em to sit in is this. 

Tol de rol, ^c. 
I 
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9. 
Let OB cheer our great Commooeri but for wkoie 

aid 
We all should have gone with short commons to bed. 
And since he has saved all the fat from the fire; 
I move that the House be called Whitbread*s £i«rire. 

Tol de rol^ &c. 
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TrmuhOed by Dr B. 



Lege, Dick, Lege! Joseph Anbbbws. 



To be recited by the Trandatofs Son^ 

Away, fond dupes ! who smit with iaered lore. 
Mosaic dreams in Genesis explore. 
Dote with Copernicus, or darkling stray 
With Newton> Ptolomy, or Tfcho Bmhe : 
To you I sing not, for I sing of truth, 
Primseval isystems, and creation's youth; 
Such as of old, with magic wisdom fraught. 
Inspired Ltobbtius to the Latians taught. 

I fling how casual brieks, in mry dimb, 
Encountered casual horse hair, casual UnM 



s 



f 

f 
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How rafters borne through wonderiiyg clouds ebttet 
Kiss'd in their slope blue demental slate, 
Clasp'd solid beams in diance-directediury. 
And gave to birdi our renovated Druiy. 

Thee, son of Jove, whose sceptre was oonfessMy 
Where fair lEolia q^riDgsfiom Tethys' breast : 
Tlience on Olympus 'mid Celestials placed, 
QoD OF TSK Winds, and Other's boundless wastes 
Thee I iiHFokei Oh, jn^my bold de«gn. 
Prompt the bright bought, md swell the harmcHUh 

ous line; 
Uphdd my pina0ns, and my ^cse inspire 
With Winsdr's patent gas,, or wind of fire. 
In whose pure klase thy «mb'ryo fiMm eBroll'd, 
The dark enlightens, and enchafes the cold* .. ^ 

But while I eourt thy giftsf, be nsoe to sfauii 
The deprecated peuse Ulyases won^ 
Who, sailing homeward from thy bieesy shone, 
The prisoned winds in skins of parchment bore &— -^ 
Speeds the fleet hark, till o'er the hiUovy green 
The azure heights of Ithaca are seen ; 
But while w&h ftvoiiring gales her way she wim^ 
His curioiss CDttundes ope the mystic skips? 
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When lo ! the rescued Wiiid8» with beisteroos sweeps 
fioar to the douds, and lash the rocking deep : 
Heaves the smote vessel in the howling blast, 
Splits the stretch'd sail, and cracks the Uttering 

mast* ' . 

LauDch'd on a plank, the buoyant hero rides 
Where ebon Afric stems the sable tides. 
While his duck'd comrades o'er the ocean fly. 
And sleep not in the whole skins they untie. 

So when to raise the wind sonUe lawyer tries. 
Mysterious skins of parchment meet our eyes^-« 
On speeds the smiling suit, ** Pleas of our Lord 
The King" shine jetty on the wide record : 
Nods the pnmdlaM bar, attomies smile. 
And syren jurors flatter to b^;uile ; 
Till stript — ^nonsuited— he is doom'd to toss 
In legal shipwreck, and redeemless loss; 
Lucky, if, like Ulysses, he can keep 
His head above the waters of the deep. 

iGolian Monarch 1 Emperor of Pufi 1 
We modecn sailors dread not thy rebufi ; 
See to thy golden shore promiscuous oome 
Quacks for the lame, the blind, the deaf, the dumb; 

i2 
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IMi •!« tUr fanken---* furo]^ lioey 
And every mortal oialady^t a mine* 
Each bIjt Smgrado, with his poMonoas piU» 
FlieB to the.fdater's devil widi^ hit bill. 
Whose Midai touch can gild his asses eaniy 
And load a kaave with fiiUy's rich arraan* 
And lo ! a seeowi aonradie is thine» 
For sloe-joioed water atands transfonn'd to winOi 
Where Day and Martians patent blackh^ rott'd. 
Burst from the vase Pactolian streams of gold ; 
Laugh the sly wisaards gioiying in their stcaMv 
Quit the Mack art, and loll in laay wealth* 
See Britain's Algerines, the Lottery fry. 
Win annual tribute by die annual lie^—- 
Aided by thee— JKit whither do latray ? 
Court, city, borough, own thy sovereign sway; 
An age af puft the age of goldauoeeeds. 
And windy babUes are the spawn it breeds. 

If such thy power, O hear the Muse's prayer I 
Swell thy loud lungs, and wave thy wings of air; 
Spread, viewlefis giant, ail thy arms of mist 
Like wmdmill sailsy to bring the poet grist; 
As erst thy roarkig son widi eddying gale 
Whai^d Orithyia from her natiye 



s. 
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S09 while Lucretiaa wondem I rekeane, 
Augusta's sons shall patrcmice'iiiy vmne* 



I siBg of Aroiis, whose creative bttoBf 
With eddymg imfNilse, buUt new Drory-Laiie; 
J^ot to the hdMom of subsenrient man. 
To no yovng Wyatt appertains the phm; 
We moitals stalk, like horses in a milly 
Impassive media of Atomic wiU ; 
Ye stare 1 then truth's broad talisman discern—- 
*Tis Demonstratioti lEpeaks-— Attend and learn I 

From ioating dements in chaos huri^d, 
45elf-form*d of atoms, sprang the infimt world. 
No geedl first cause inspired the happy plot. 
But dll was matter, and no matter what. 
Atoms, attracted by some hiw occult, 
Settling in spheres, the globe was the residt ; 
Pure child of Chance^ which stiU directs the ball. 
As rotatory atoms rise or fUL 
In aether lauuch'd, the peopled bubble floats, 
A mass of particles and confluent motes, 
jSo nicely pois'd, that if one atom flings 
Its weight afray, aloft the planet qprings, 
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And wings iti coolie tliro' r^dins of booodleas 0paoe» 

Outstripping.oomets in eccentric race. 

Add but one atom more, it sinks outright 

Down to the realms of Tartarus and night. 

What waters melt, or scorching fives consomey ^ ? 

In different forms their being resssiwne ; 

Hence can noxfaange arise, except in name» 

For weifl^t and-sobstanoe ever are the samew 

• Thus with the flames that from old Drury rise^ 
Its elements primsval sought the skies. 
There, pendulous to wait the happy hour. 
When new attractions should restore their power. 
So in this procreant tlieatre elate. 
Echoes unborn their future iife awaits 
Here embryo sounds in sther lie conceal'd, 
Like words in northern atmosphere cong^'-d. 
Here manjr a foetus laqgh and half encore 
Clings to the roof, or creeps ald^g the floor. 
By pufis concipient some in asther flit. 
And soar in bravos from the thundering pit ; 
Some forth on ticket nights from tradesmen break. 
To mar the actor they design to make ; 
While some this mortal life abortive miss. 
Crushed by a groan, or strangled by a hiss. 
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So, when '< dog's-meat*' lepechoes thmugh the streeCtt " 
Rush syoptthetic dogs frDot their retreal9» 
Beam with hdght Mate theur supplieating eye8» 
Sink their biiid«legS| asoend their joyful cries ; 
Sachy wild with hope, and maddening to prevail, 
Pointothe f^kased ear, and wags tk^ expectant t«iL 

Ye fidlea bricks i in Dmry's fire caldnefl, 
Since doom'd to slumber, coucfa'd upon the wind^ 
Sweet was the hour, when tempted by your freaks^ 
Congenial trowels smoetk'd your yellb w chedbk 
Float dulcet aereDades opcm the ear. 
Bends every aftaotfom its ruddy spbere, 
Twiiddes cadi eye, and, peeping from its veil, 
Marks in the advert crowd its destined mala 
The dibag beauties ehip tfadr hands of grit. 
And briokdsHt titterings on the breeaes flit; 
Then down they rush in aaialery rsce^ 
Their dusty bridegroDms eager ta embrace. 
Some choose old lovers, some decide for new. 
But each, when fix'd, is to her station true. 
Thus various bricks am made as tastes invite. 
The re^, the grey, the dingy, at the whitd. 

Perhaps some hal&baked rover, frank and free^ 
To alien beauty bends the lawless knee. 
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Bat, of unhallowed fiisciiifttions rick. 
Soon quits his Cyprian for his married brick; 
The Dido atom calls and scolds in vain. 
No crbp ^neas soothes the widow's pain. 






So in Cheapside, what time Aarora peepsi 
A mingled noise of dustmen, milk, and sweeps. 
Falls on the housemaid's ear ; anuized she si 
Then (^>es the door with cinder'-sidbled hands, i 
And ** matches'' calls. The dustmmi,. babbled flit. 
Thinks 'tis for him, and ddfi his fan-tail'd hat ; .«' 
The miUanan, whom her second cries assail. 
With sudden sink, unyokes the clinking pail ; . 
Kow louder grown, by turns she screams and'wed}^ ; 
Alas ! her screaming only brings the sweeps. < • . 
Sweeps but put out — she wants to raise a flame^ii^ 
And calb for matches, but 'tis stUl the same. 
Atoms and housemaids ! mark the moral true, 
If once ye f astray, no match for you{ 

As atoms in one mass united mnc, 
So bricks attraction feel for kindred bricks ; 
Some in the cellar view, perchance, on high. 
Fair chimney chums on beds of mortar ITe ; 
Enamour'd of the sjrmpaihetic clod. 
Leaps the red bridegroom to the labourer's Jiodt 



J 
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And up the ladder bears the workman, taught 
To thittk he bean the bricks— mistaken thought ! 
A proof behold— if near the top they find 
The nymphs or broken corner'dy or unkind. 
Back to the bottom, lei^ing with a bound, 
They bear their bleeding carriers to the ground. 

So, legends tell, along the lofty hill 
Paced the twin heroes, galbnt Jack and Jill ; 
On trudged the Gemini to reach the rail 
That shields the well's top from the expectant paily 
When ah I Jack fidls; and, rolling in the rear, 
Jill feels the attraction of his kindled sphere ; 
Head over heels b^;ins bis, toppling tracks 
Throws sympathetic somersets with Jack, 
And at the mountain's basei bobbs plump against 
him^ whack! 

* 

Ye living atoms, who unconscious sit, 
Jumbled by chance in gallery, box, and pit, 
For you no Peter opes the fabled door. 
No churlish Charon pUes the shadowy oar;— 
Breathe but a space, and Boreas' casual sweep 
Shall bear your scattered corses o'er the deep. 
To gorge the greedy elements, and mix 
With water, marl, and day, andjitones and sticks; 
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WhOe, ehargc^ widi iaBded aodk^ itkki^ titosei^ aftd 

clay, 
Shall take yaur seats, aad ham ot cktp tfce ptaj*. 

O happy i^e! wheii convert ChmtiaBt read 
No sacred wrkiagt but the Pagan creed ; 
O happy age ! when,, spuming Newton's dreams. 
Our poet^a sons recite Lucretian tbenie% 
Abjure the idle systems of their yooth, 
And turn agttn to atoms and to trtiUi.. 
O happier still ! when England's danntless dames^ 
Awed hy no chaste idahns, no latent i^iames^ 
The bard's fourth book unblo^mgly peruse,. 
And learn the rampant lessons of the stews t 

All hai^ Lneretius,^ renovated fOtg&t 
Unfold the modest mystics of thy pi^e ; 
Ketum no more to thy sepulchral shel^ 
But live,, kitid bavd,r-^dt I may Ivm myself I' 
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FIRE AND ALE. 



BfM.G,L. 



Onklk' MUMtaiMt tcte In nineiAft. rennk 



^Y palate ip paorcfa^d witli PiflisEm thkirt^ 

Away to FeuvaMOf I*w beckoa'd; 
Usty warriorv and dames, while taylaym nibma^i, 
I akig of the singe of Miss Drarf the int. 

And the birtb ef Biisft Dvofj die seeend. 

The Fire King' eae dagr caidier anotMs fek; 

He meiiated In hot ec^yper fiiejr; 
His brMcbed and boots were of fm, sod thebek 
W» BMde of east iron, for ibar it sh<Ndd melt 

WiHi Ae beat ef Ae eojiper cdMfa bsSf. 

H 
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Sure never was akin half so scalding as his! 

When an infant, 'twas equally horrid. 
For the water when he was baptized gave a fizff. 
And bubbled and simmer'd and started off, whizz f ' 

As soon as it sprinkled his forehead. 

Oh! then there was glitter and fire in each eye, 

For two living coals were the symbols; 
His teeth were calcined, and his tongue was so dry,. 
It rattled against them as though you should try 
To play the piano in thimbles. 

From his nostrils a lava sulphureous flows^, 

Which scorches wlierever it lingers, 
A'soiveBing fellow he's call'd by his foes. 
For he can't raise his paw up to blow his red nose, 
FoSr fear it should blister his fingers* 

His wig.b of flames curling over his head. 

Well powdered with white smoking adies ; 
He driAks gunpowder tea, melted sugar pfleady 
Cream of tartar, and dines on hot spice gingerbreadf 
WUch Unck^'firom the oven hegoasheSft 
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£aob &e nymph his kiss from her countenance 
shields, 

'Twould soon set her cheekbone a-frying : 
He spit in -the tenter-ground near Spital-fields, 
And the hole that it burnt and the chalk that it yields 

Make a capital lime-kiln for drying. 

Vfhen he open'd las mouth out there issued a blast, 

(Nbta bene, I do not mean swearings) 
But the noise that it made nod the heat that it cast, 
I'ye heard it from those who have seen it, surpassed 
A shot manufactory flaring. 

He blaz'd and he blaz'd as he gallop'd to snatch V 

His bride, little dreaming of danger ; 
His whip was a torch, and his spur was a match. 
And over the horse's left eye was a patch. 
To keep it from burning die manger. 

And who is ^Ae house-maid he means to entfard 

In his cinder«producing alKance ? 
*Tis Drury-Lane Playhouse, so wide, and so tidi^ 
"Who, like other combustible ladies, must fall, 

If she cannot set sparks at defiance. 
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On hii wamiDg-pas lui^e-fMin he dattmpg mll^ r, 

And the housemaid his hand would hMre taken. 
But his handy like ih pswion^ waa too hotio b6ld» 
And she s^aa let it go» but her new ripg of gold // 
AH mdtedt like bi^iler or JbaoonI 

Oh ! then she looked sour, and indeed well she mighty 

For Vinegar Yard was before her. 
But, spite of her shrieks* the igmpoteDt knight^ 
Enrobing the naid in a flameef g» light» 

To the skies ia a A j^^sodDOt bote her. 

Look ! look ! 'tis the Ale King, so stately and starchy 

Whose Totaries scorn to be sober ; 
He pops from his Taty tike a cedar or larch ; 
Brown-stottt is his doubiet, he bops in hb ■lard^ 

And &otha at the mouth in Ok^oher* 

His spear is a spigot, his shield is a bung ; 

He taps where the housemaid no mone SS| 
When lo ! at his magical bidding, upspnmg 
A second Miss Drury, taUt tidy, and yoang^ 

And sported in hco utroriu 
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Biieky lurid in air, for a second regale^ 
The Cinder Kbg, hot with desire, 
To Brydges Street hied; but the Monarch of Ale, 
With' uplifted spigot and faucet, and pail. 
Thus cfaided the Monarch of Fire t 

*< Vile tyrant, beware of the ferment I brew, 

<< I rule the roast here, dash the wig o' me! 
<< n^ spite of your marriage with Old Drury, you 
^ Come here with your tinderbox,' courting the New, 
*^ PU baye you indicted for bigamy V^ 



fi2 
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PLAYHOUSE MUSINGS. 

j^ 5. r. c. 



tile veiut Mis arcasa totfalibm oHm 
CrjQdbbfit libri9 ; ii«|ae m mate €eMRi«t» vqjmm 
Dtcvxihm alio, jpegne ti tieoe. 

HOAAT* 



AIy pensive Public, wherefore look yoa sad i 
1 had a grandmother, she kept a donkey 
To carry to the mart her crockery ware. 
And when that donkey looked me in the face, 
His face was sad ! and you are sad, my Public^ ! 

Joy should be yours : this tenth day of October 
Again assembles us in Drury Lane. 
Long wept my eye to see the timber planks ^ 

That hid our ruins ; many a day I cried, 
Ah me ! I fear they never will rebuild it I 
Till on one eve, one joyful Monday eve, '' 

As along Charles-Street I prepared to walk. 



PLAYHOUSE UJfSlVGS. 77 

Just at libe corner, by the fUKtiy cook% 
I heard a trowel tick agaiast a brick. 
I looked me up, and strait a parapet 
Uprose at iaaat aeYen iadiea o'er the planks. 
Joy tD thee* Dniiy ! tomyidf Iiaid: 
He of Blackfiriars Soad who J^ymn'd thy cbwofid 
In loud Hosannahs* and 9fho prophesied 
That flames, like tbose from prostrate Sdyina, 
Would aoorob the hffiid that TcnturM to rebufld thee. 
Has proved a lying prophet. From that hour. 
As leisure offered, close to Mr Spring's 
QflflMAoe door, Tve stood and eye'd the builders. 
They had a pfam to render leas their laboun; 
Woikmen in eUer tines would mount a ladder 
With hodded heads, but these atretcb'd &rth n pole 
FnMnihe wall's pinoadet diey placed a pulley 
Athwart the pole, a rope athwart the puUey ; 
To this a basket dao|^d; mortar and bcicks 
Thus fineigihted, swung securely to the top. 
And in the empty basket workmen twain 
Precipitate, uBbart, accosted earth. 

Oh! 'twas n geodiy aound to hear the people 
Wfaol watch'd the work, ^zpraBs their various 
theugktsl 
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While some believ'd it ne?er would be fiaidf d^ 
Some on the contrary heltev'd it would. 



« r 



t 



IVe heard our front that fiuses Dniry Lane 
Much criticlaed ; they say 'tis vulgar bridc«worie, 
A numic manufactory of floor-clodu 
One of the morning papers wished that fimii 
Cemented like the front in Brydges-^Street; i 

As it now looks they call it Wyatt's Mermaid^ 
A handsome womAo with a fish's taiL - ' 



.■a 



White is the steq^e of St Bride's in FleeUStreet, 
The Albion (as its name denotes) is white; 
Morgan and Saunders' shop for chairs and td>]e8 
Gleams like asnow*baIl in the setting sun ; 
White is Whitehall. But not St Bride's in Fleet- 

Street^ \ 

» 

The spotless Albion^ Morgan, no, nor Saunders, 
Nor white Whitehall is white as Drury's face. 

Oh, Mr Whitbread ! fie upon you, sir I 
I think you should have built a colonnade ; 
When tender Beaudj^ looking for her coach, 
Protrudes her glovtsless hand, perceives the shower. 
And draws the tippet closer round her throaty 



PI.AT»ODS£ HU1ING8. 79 

FerdttiMBi Iwr ooacb itttidi hdf a dozeo off^ 
And, ere she mounto the step, the oozing nmd 
Soaks thro'lierpele kid «lipper« OnthenomMr . 

She congjhi at bieoik&st, «iid her gruff pofw 

• 

Cries,/* There ypngo! ihis comet of pbylioiiiesP 

To build DO portioo » peBBjr irise : 

Heaven giHit k pnofe not in the end pouiid fiidiaht 

Hail to &ee, Drury ! Queen of Theatres \ 
What is the Regency in Tottenham-Street, 
The Royal Amphitheatre of Arts, 
As^^'s Olympic, or the Sans Pareil, , 
Compared with thee i Yet when I view thee pushM 
Back from the narrow street that christened thee, 
I know not why they call thee Drury Lane. 

Amid the freaks that modem fiuhion sanctions. 
It grieves me much to see live animals 
Brought on the stage. Gripialdi has his rabbit, 
Laurent his cat, and Bradbury his pig; 
Fie on such tricks ! Johnson^ the machinist 
Of former Drury, imitated life 
Quite to the life. The elephant in Blue Beard, 
Stuff 'd by his hand, wound round his lithe proboscis. 
As qpruce as he who roar'd in Padmanaba. 
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Nought bom on eardi should die. On hackney 

•tandt 
I reverence Che coachman who cries ** Gee/' 
And spares the ladi. When I behold a spider ^ ' 
Prey on a fly, a magpie on aworm^ 
Or view a Butcher with hom«handled knife i 
Slaughter a teiider lamb as dead as mutton. 
Indeed, indeed, I'm very, very sick I 
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DKURY LANE HUSTINGS, 



A NEW HALPPKMHT BALLAD* 



By a PIC JfW POET. 



TbU Is tlie yery age of promise : To promfM h most conrtTf 
and fiufaiooable. Performance is a kind of will or testa- 
meat* 'which argoet a great sieknesi In his jodgment that 

makes it* 

■ 

TiMON OF AthEHS. 



To be^iung fty Mr Johnstctkb in the Character 

of LOOKBT M'TWOLTER. 

1. 

• « ' 

1^& Jack, yoar address, says the Ecompter to me. 
So I gave him my card— no, that a'nt it, says he, 
'Us your public address. Oh ! says I, naver fear. 
If address you are bothered for, only look here. 

[Puts on hat affectedly* 
Tol de rd lol, &c. 
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2. 
With Drury's for sartun we'll never have dme^ . 
We've built up another, and yet there's but one ; 
The old one w» best^ yet Fd cay, if I dumty 
The new one is better— the last is the first. 

ToIdero^&€. - 

These pillars are called by a Frenchified word, 
A something that^s jambted of antique and verd« 
The boxes may show us some verdant antiques^ 
801I1& <M hifftidana irtio beplaster Aeir chtekc. 

Tol de rdy &c» 

i 

4. 

Only look hew l^gh Tragedy^ Comedy^ dtick, . 
Lest their rivals, the horses, sjiould give them %}Adk^ 
If you will not descend when our authors beseech ye^ 
You'll stop there for life, for I'm sure they can^t 
readiyew 

Toldet«il^ 



SadK one siuDiBg Oo4 within reach of a nod is, 
And^fand tec ibsi charms of each Gallery Goddessu 
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TilJEATRICAL ALARM BELL. 

Bjf the Editor of the M. P. 



Bounce, Jupiter, boaace ! O'HabA* 



Ladies and Gehtlemep^ 

As it is now the universally-adibitted^ and indeed- 
pretty-generaDy-suspected aim of Mr Whitbread 
and the infamous, bloodthirsty, and, in fact) illiber* 
al faction to which he belongs, to bum to the 
ground this free and happy protestant city, and 
establish himself in « St James's Palace, his fellow 
committee-men have thought it their duty to watch 
the principles of a theatre built under his auspices. 
The information they have received from undoubt- 
ed authority, particularly from an old fruit-wo- 
man who has turned king's evidence, and whose 

K 
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name for obvious reasons we forbear to mention, 
though we have had it some weeks in our posses* 
siouy has induced them to introduce various reforms : 
not such reforms as the vile faction clamour for, 
meaning thereby revolution, but such reforms as 
are necessary to preserve the glorious constitution 
of the only free> happy, and prosperous country 
now left upon the face of the earth. From the 
valuable and authentic source above alluded to, 
we have learnt that a sanguinary plot has been 
formed by some united Irishmen, combined with a 
gang of Luddites, and a special committee sent 
over by the Pope at the instigation of the beastly 
Corsican fiend, for destroying all the loyal part of 
the audience on the anniversary of that deeply-to- 
be* abhorred and highly-to-be-blamed stratagem, the 
Gunpowder Plot, which falls this year on Thursday, 
the 5th of November. The^hole is under the di- 
rection of a delegated committee of O. P/s, whose 
treasonable exploits, at Covent Garden you alt 
recollect, and all of whom would have been hung 
from the chanddiers at that time but for the mis* 
taken lenity of govemmenu At a given signal a 
weU-known O. P. was to cry out from the gallery,, 
« Nosey ! Music !' whereupon aU the O. P.'s were 
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to produce from their inside potkets a long pair of 
shears, edged with felt to prevent their making any 
noise, manufactured expressly by a wretch at Bir- 
mingham, one of Mr Brougham's evidences, and 
now in custody. With these they were to cut off 
the heads of all the loyal N. P/s in the house, 
without distinction of sex or age. At the signal, 
shnilarly given, of * Throw him over,* which it now 
appears always alluded to the overthrow of our 
never - sufficiently - enough - to * be-deeply-and* univer- 
sally-to-be-venerated constitution, all the heads of 
the N. F/s were to be thrown at the fiddlers, to 
prevent their appearing in evidence, or }>erhaps as 
a false and illiberal insinuation that they have no 
heads of their own. All that we know of the fur- 
ther designs of these incendiaries is, that they ar6 
by -a - great • deal - too - much too -horrible-to-be-men« 
tioned. 

The Manager has acted with his usual prompt!* 
tude on tliis trying occasion. He has contracted 
for 300 tons of gunpowder, which are at this mo- 
ment placed in a small barrel under the pit, and a 
descendant of Guy Faux, assisted by Colonel Con* 
greve, has undertaken to blow up the house, when 
necessary, ii;i so novel and ingeoious a manneri that 
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e^ery O. P. shall be annihilated, while not a whis- 
ker of the N« P/s shall be singed. This strikingly 
displays the advantage of loyalty and attachment 
to govetiiment. Several other hints have been 
taken from the theatrical regulations of the not»a- 
bit-the-less-on-that-account-to-be-universally-exe- 
crated monster Bonaparte. A park of artillery, 
provided with chainrshot, is to be stationed on the 
stage, and play uppn the audience in case of any 
indication of misplaced applause or popular discoa- 
tent, (which accounts for the large space between 
the curtain ^d the lamps) ; and the public will 
participate our satisfaction in learning that the in- 
decoroiis custom of standing up with the hat on ia 
to be abolished, as the Bow-Street Officers are pro- 
vided with daggers, and have orders to stab ail 
such persons to the heart,, and send their bodies to 
Surgeons' Hall ;— Gentlemen who cough are only 
to be slightly wounded. Fruit-women bawling 
*< Bill of the play" are to be forthwith shot, for 
which purpose soldiers will be stationed in the 
slips, and bidUcartridge is to be served out with th^ 
lemonade. If any of the spectators happen to 
meeze or spit they are to be trdn8porte4 for life, 
And any peispn who i^ so tall as to prevent another 
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seeing, is to be dragged out and sent on board the 
cendeTi or» by an instrument taken out of the pock* 
et of Procrustes^ to be forthwith cut shorter, either 
lat the head or foot, according as his own convenience 
may dictate. ' 

Thus, ladies and gentlemen, have the Commit- 
tee, through my medium, set forth the not-in-a-hur- 
ry-to»be-paralleled plan they have adopted for pre- 
serving order and decorum within the walls of ;their 
magnificent edifice. Nor have they, while atten- 
tive to their own concerns, by any means overlook- 
«d those of the cities of London and Westminster. 
Finding, on enumeration* that they h^Ve with a with- 
two-hands-and-one-tongue-to-be-applaiided liberali- 
ty, ^contracted for more gunpowder than they want, 
ihey have parted with the surplus to the mattock^car** 
rying and hustings^hammering high bailiff of Wesfe- 
minster, who has, with his own shovel, dug a large 
hole in the front of the parish church of St Paul, Co- 
vent-Grarden, .that, upon the least symptom of ill- 
breeding in the mob at the general election, the 
whole of the market may be blown into the air. This, 
ladies and gentlemen, may at first make provisions 
rise, but we pledge the credit of our theatre Uiat 
fhey will soon ^tf againj and people be supplied as 

k2 



100 REJECTED ADDRESSES. 

usual with vegetables in the in-general-strewed-with* 
cabbage-stalks^ut- on- Saturday- night - lighted- up- 
with-lamps market of Covent-Gardep. 

I should expatiate more largely on tlie other ad- 
vantages of the glorious constitution of these by-thev 
n IMe-of-Europe-envied realms, but I am called away 
to take an account of the ladies, and other artificial 
flowers* at a fa&hiopable rout, of which a full and 
particular account will hereafter appear. For the pre- 
sent, my ikshion^le intelligence is scanty, on ac- 
count of the opeping of Drury Lane ; and the ladies 
and gentlemen who honour me with their attention, 
will not be surprised if they find nothing under my 
usual head I! 



) : 



THE THEATRK 

By the Rev. G. C. 



Nil iaUDtatmn nostri liqa£re poetflB> 

Mec miDimum merndre decos, vestigfa Gr»€« 

Aosi deserere, et celebrare domestica facta* 

HO RAT. 



^ A PREFACE OF APOLOGIES. 

If the following poem should be fortunate' enough 
to be selected for the opening address, a few words 
of explanation may be deemed necessary, on my part, 
to avert invidious misrepresentation. The animad- 
version I have thought it right to make on the noise 
created by tuning the orchestra, will, I hope, give no 
lasting remorse to any of the gentlemen employed in 
the band, . It is to be desired that they would keep 
their instruments ready tuned, and strike off at once. 
This would be an accommodation to many wel^ 
Cleaning perspnai who frequent the theatre, who qqt 
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being blest with the ear of St Cecilia, mistake the 
tuning for the overture, and think the latter condu- 
ded before it is b^un* * 

■ ** one fiddle iwill 

<' Give, half-ashamed, a tiny flourish still—'' 

was originally written " one hautboy will/' but 
having providentially been informed, when this 
poem was upon the point of bdng sent off, that 
there is biit one hautboy in the band, I averted the 
storm of popular and managerial indignation from 
the head of its blower ; as it now stands, ** one fid- 
dle'' among many, the faulty individual will, I hope, 
escape detection. The story of the flying play-bill 
is calculated to. expose a. practice much too com- 
mon, of pinning play-bills to the cushions, inse- 
curely, and frequently, I fear, not pinning them at 
ail. If these lines save one play^bfll' only from the 
fate I have recorded, I shall not deem my labour 
ill employed. The concluding episode of Patrick 
Jennings, gUmces at the boorish fashion of wearing 
•the hat in 'the one sbilliiig gallery. Had Jennings 
thfust.his between his f^et at the commencement of 
the play, he might have leaded fonrard witli }mpui> 
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nity, and the catastrophe I relate would not have 
occurred. The line of handkerchiefs formed to 
enable him to recover his loss, is purposely so 
crossed in texture and materials, as to mislead the 
reader in respect to the real owner of any one of 
them. For, in the satirical view of life and man« 
ners, which I occasionally present, my clerical 
profession has taught me how extremely improper 
it would be by any allusion, however slight, to give 
any uneasiness, however trivial, to any individual^ 
however foolish or wicked. 
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THE THEATRE. 



Interior of a Tlieatre describedl.-^Pit gradaally fiU8.-^Tlie 
check-taker.— Pit fulL^-The orchettjra taned.— One fid- 
dler rather dilatory.— Is reproved— and repent9.^-EToltt« 
tiooB of a playbill. — Its final settlement on the spikes.— -The 
fods taken to task— «nd why —Motley groap of playgoers. 
—Holywell Street, St Paocn8«-*£iiianiiel Jennings binds 
hte son apprentice.— Mot in London— and why^-— Episode 
of the hat. 



jTis sweet to view from half past five to six. 
Our long wax-candlesi with short cotton wicks, 
TouchM by the lamplighter's Promethean arty 
Start into light and make the lighter start ; 
To see red Phoebus through the gallery pane 
Tinge with his beam the beams of Druiy-Lane, 
While gradual parties fill our widen'd pit, 
Asx6. gape, and gaze, and wonder, ere they sit. 

At first, while vacant seats giye choice and ease, 
Distant or near, they settle where they please ; 



s 
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But when the multitude oonti^ts the spati; 
And seats are rare, they settle where they cauu 

m * 

Now the fuU benches, .to la^ comersy doom 
No room for standing, miscallfd standing room* 



Hark ! the check*taker moody silence breaks. 
And bawling *' Pit full/' gives, the check he taket; 
Yet onward still, the gadiering. numbers cram^ 
Contending crowders shout Uie frequent damn. 
And all i& bu9tle, squeeze, row, jabbering, and jain 



} 



See to thdr desks Apolle^s^ sons repair ; 
Swift ridei^ the rosin o'er the horse's hair ; 
In unison their various tones to tune 
Murmurs Ijie hautboy, growls the hoarse baasoon; 
In soft vibration sighs the whispering lute. 
Tang goes the harpsichord, too-too the flv^e. 
Brays the loud trumpet^ squeaks the fiddle sharp. 
Winds the French-horn, snd twangs the tingling harp; 
Til],' like great Jove, the leader, figuring in. 
Attunes to order the chaotic din. 
Now all seems hoah*d— but no, one MUe wffl 
Give, half-ashamed, a tiny flourieih still ; 
FoilM in his crash, the leader of the clan 
Reproves with frowns the dilatory mast; 
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Then on bis candlestick thrice taps his hoWf 
Nods a new signal, and awmy they go. 
Perchance, while pit and gaUery cry, ** Hats ofl^** 
And awed Consumption checks his cbided cough. 
Some giggling daughter of the Queen of Love 
Drops, reft of pin, her play-bill from above ; 
Like Icarus, while laughing galleries chip, 
Soars, duckS) and dives in air the printed scrap ; 
But, wiser fiirthan he, combustion fears. 
And, as it flies, eludes the chandeliers ; 
Till sinking gradual, with repeated twirl. 
It settles, curling, on a fiddler's curl ; 
Who from his powderM pate the intruder strikes^ 
And, for mere malice, isticks it on the spikes* 

Say, why these Babel strains from Babel tongues ? 
Who's that calls ** Silence" with such leathern lungs ? 
He, who, in quest of quiet, ** silence'' hoots. 
Is apt to make the hubbub he imputes. 

What various swains our motley walls contain I 
Fashion from Moorfields, honour from Chick Lane ; 
Bankers from Paper Buildings here resort. 
Bankrupts from Golden Square and Riches Court; 
From the Haymarket canting rogues in grain, 
Ciills from the Poultry, sots from Water Lane ; 



THE THEATRE. 10/ 

The lottery connoranty the auction slutrk. 

The full-price master^ and the half-price clerk; 

Boys whd.long linger at die gallery door. 

With pence twice five, they waQt but twopence more, 

mi some Samaritan the twopence spares. 

And sends them jumping up the gallery stairs. 

Critics we boast who ne'er their malice baulk. 
But talk their minds, we wish they'd mind their talk ; 
Big-worded bullies, who by quarrels live. 
Who give the lie, and tell the lie they give; 
Jews from St Mary Axe, for jobs so wary, 
That for old clothes they'd even axe St Mary ; 
And bucks with pockets empty as their pate. 
Lax in their guters, laxer in their gait. 
Who oft, when we our house lock up, carouse 
With tippling tipstaves in a lock-up house. 

Yet here, as elsewhere, chance can joy bestow. 
Where scowling Fortune seem'd to threaten woe. 

John Richard William Alexander Dwyer 
Was footman to Justinian Stubbs Esquire; 
But when John Dwyer listed in the Blues, 
Smanuel Jennings polish'd Stubbs's shoes. 

L 



I 
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> 
Emanuel Jennings brought hur yom^pm bff^' 

Up as a corn*cUUei', t ifife'jemplof $: 

In HolyweU Street St Pancras lie ims'luad^' 

(At number twentyv.«e?ea^ it is aaid>) - 

Facing thepump^ and near the Gnmbyls Head 

He would have bound him 'to softie shop- in town^ 

But with a premium he could not come down; 

Pat wds the urchin'ii dame, a rcdi.hair'd ytfuth, ' 

Fonder.of piirl add skittle-groutids Ihan truthk. 

Silence^ ye godt! to keep your tongues iu'iHre^ 
The muse shall teU an accident she saw.* 



Pat Jennings in liie upper gallery sat. 
But, leaning forward, Jennings lost his iMi 
Down from die gallery die beaver ftefw^ 
And spum*d the one to setde in the two» 
How shall he act ? Pay at the gallery door 
Two shillings for what «06t» when* new, 4»iit fitur t- 
Or till ludf*pricei to save his shilMng, w«t> 
And gain his hat again at half-past eight i 
Now, while his^ feais anticipate a diiei» 
John Mullins whispers, Take my handkerobieC^ 
Thank you, cries Pat, but one won't make a liite ; 
Take mine, cried l^ikKm, and cried Stokes^ tak# 
mine. 



r 
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A raodey cable soon Pat Jennings ties, 
Where Spital-fields with real India vies. 
Like Iris' bow, clown darts the painted hue, ^ 

fitarr'd, striped, and spotted, yellow, red| and blue, f 
Old calico, torn silk, and muslin new. , J 

George Green below, with palpitating hand. 
Loops the last 'kerchief to the beaver's band, 
Upsoars the prize; the youth, with joy unfeigned, 
Begain'd the felt, and felt what he regained. 
While to the applauding galleries grateful Pat 
lAede •low bow> and touched the ransomed hat. 
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To the Managing Committee of the new Druty 

Lane Theatre. 



GeixtJeinen, 

Happening to be wool«gatheriiig at 
the foot of Mount Paraassus, I was suddenly seized 
with a violent travestie in the head. The first symp« 
toms I felt were several triple rhymes floating about 
my brmn, accompanied by a singing in my throat, 
which quickly communicated itself to the ears of 
every body about me, and made me a burthen to my 
friends, and a torment to Doctor Apollo, three of 
whose favourite servants, that is to say, Macbeth, his 
butcher, Mrs Haller, his cook, and George Bam« 
well, his book-keeper, I waylaid in one of my fits <£ 
insanity, and mauled after a very frightful fashimi. 
In this woeful crisis I accidentally heard of your in- 
valuable New Patent Hissing Pit, which cures every 
disorder incident to Grub Street. I send youea- 
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idoied A more d^etailed Bpeciiiien of my case ; if you 
could mould it into the sli^e of an address to be 
•aid or ^ung on the first night of your petfbrmance, 
I have no doubt that I should feel the immediate ef- 
fects of your invaluable New Patent Hissing Fit, of* 
which they tell me one hiss is a dose. 

I am, &C4 

MOMUS MEDLAR. 



CASE No. L 

MACBETH. 

JStder Mdcbeth in a red nightcap. Page foUomng 
( . mth a torch. 

Ooy boy, and .thy good -mistress tell 
t {She knowi^ tliat my purpose is cruel,)- 
rd thank her to tbgle her bel]> 
As- soon as she's heated^my gruek 

2l 



1 12 tlEJECTED ADDRESSES. 

GOf get thee to bed and repose. 
To sit up so late is a scandal ; 
Bat ere you have ta*en off your clothes^ 
Be sure that you put out that candle. 
Bi fol de rol tol de rol Id* 



My stars, in the air here's a knife ! 
I'm sure it cannot be a hum ; 
Pll catch at the handle, add's life. 
And then I shall not cut my thumb* 
Vve got him ! — no, at him ag^n, 
Come, come, I'm not fond of these jokes ; 
This must be some blade of the brain: 
Those witches are giv^n to hoax* 

I've one in my pocket, I know. 
My wife left on purpose behind her; 
She bought this of Teddy-high-ho, 
The poor Caledonian grinder. 
I see thee again! o'er thy middle 
Large drops of red blood now ere spillM, 
Just as much as to say diddle diddle. 
Good Puncan, pray come and b^ kiU'd« 



i 
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I 

It leadsto hk chamber I swear; 

I tremble-and quake eTery joint ; 

No d(^ at the scent of a hare 

Ever yet made a cleverer pokit* 

Ahy no ! 'twas a dagger of straw—* 

Give me blinkers to save me from starting; 

The knife that I thought that I saw. 

Was nought but my Eye^ Betty Mat tin* 



Now o'er this terrestrial hive 
A life paralytic is spread, 
Ew while the one half is alive. 
The other is sleepy and dead. 
King Duncan in grand majesty 
Has got my state bed for a snooze, 
I've lent him my slippersy so I 
May certainly stand in his shoes* 

Blow softly, ye murmuring gales. 
Ye feet rouse no echo in walking. 
For though a dead man tells no tales, 
Dead walls are much given to talking. 
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This knife shall bi in at the death, 

ni stick him» thenoff si^l^ get* 

Cries the world, this c»uld not be Macbeth) 

For he'd ne'er stick at any thing jreti 



Hark, hark, 'tis the signal by goleSy 
It sounds like a funeral knell ; 
O hear it not, Duncan, it tolls 
To call thee to heaven or hell* 
Or if you to hcii^to won't fly. 
But rather prefer Pluto's sBlherp 
Only wait a few years till 1 die. 
And we'll go to the Devil tiogedier. 
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THE STRANGER. 

Who has ef er been at Drury must needs know the 

Stranger^ 
A wiuling old Methodist, gloom j and wan, 
A husband suspicious, his wife acted Ranger, 
She took to her heels, and left poor Hypocon. 
Her martial gallant swore that truth was a libel. 
That marriage was thraldom, elopement no sin. 
Quoth she, I'll remember the words of my. Bible,. 
My spouse is a Stranger, and I'll take him in. 
With my sentimentalibus lachrymse roar'em^ 
And pathos and bathos delightful to see; 
And chop and change ribs a-la-mode Germanorunv 
And high diddle ho diddle, pop tweedle dee» 

To keep up her dignity, no longer rich enough, 
Where was her plate ? why 'twas lain on the shelf. 
Her land fuller's earth, and her great riches kitchen 

stuff. 
Dressing the dinner instead of herself* 
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No longer pennitted in diamonds to sparkle. 
Now pluin Mra Haller, of semuits the dread. 
With a heart full of grief and a pan full of charcoal, 
She lighted the company up to their bed. 

Incensed at her flight, her poor Hubby in dudgeoa 
Roam'd lifte'r his rib in a gig and a pottt» 
Till, tired with his journey, the peevish cDMnudgeoii 
Sat down and hlubber'd just like a church spoilt. 
One day on a bench as dejected and sad he laid. 
Hearing a squash, he cried, Damn it, what's that I 
'Twas a child of the Count's in whose veorvice Ufed 

Adelaide, 
Soused in the river and squalled like a cat. 

Haying drawn his yoang excellence up to the bank^ 

it 
Appeared that himself was all dripping, I swear. 
No wonder he soon became dry as a blanket, 
Exposed as he was to the Count's son and heir* 
Dear sir, quoth the Count, in reward of your valour. 
To shew that my gratitude is not mere talk. 
You shall eat a beef steak which my cook, Mrs 

Haller, 
Cut from the rump with her own knife and fi^kt 
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Behold, now the Count gave the stranger a dinner. 
With gunpowder tea, which you know brings a ball. 
And, thin as he was, that he might not grow thinner, 
He made of the Stranger no stranger at all ; 
At dinner fair Adelaide brought up a chicken, 
A bird that she never had met with before. 
But, seeing him, screamed, and was carried off kidc* 

»ng» 
And he bang'd his nob 'gainst the opposite door. 

To finish my tale without roundaboutation. 
Young master and missee besieged their papa. 
They sung a quartetto in grand blubberatioh ; 
The Stranger cried Oh ! Mrs HaUer cried Ah !- 
* Though pathos and sentiment largely are dealt in, 
1 have no good moral to give in exchange. 
For though she as a cook might be given to melting. 
The Stranger's behavicHir was certainly strange, 
With his sentimentalibus lachrynue roar'em, 
And pathos and bathos deligfatfy to see. 
And chop and change ribs a-la-mode Germmorum, 
And high diddle ho didcBe, pop tweedle dee* 
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CASE No. III. 

GEORGE BARNWELL. 

GxoROE Barnwell stood at the shop door, 
A customer hoping to find> sir. 
His apron was hanging beforoi 
But the tail of his coat was behind, sir. 
A lady so painted and smart, 
Cried, Sir, Vve exhausted my stock o'late, 
IVe got nothing left but a groat. 
Could you give me four penn'orth of chocolate. 
Rum ti, &C. 

r 

Her (ace was rouged up to the eyes, 
Which made her look prouder and prouder, 
His hair stood on end with surprise. 
And her's with pomatum and powder. 
The business was soon understood; 
The lady, who wished to be more rich, 
Cries« Sweet sir, my name is Milwood, 
And I lodge at the Gunner's, in Shoreditcb. 
Bum ti, &C. 



1 
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Now nightly he stole out^ good lacky 
And into her lodging would pop^ sir, 
And often forgot to come back. 
Leaving master to shut up the shop, w* 
Her beauty his wits did bereave ; 
Determined to be quite the crack o, 
He lounged at the Adam and £ve> 
And call'd for his gin and tobacco. 
Rum tiy &C. 

And now (for the truth most be told) 
Though none of a 'prentice should speak iU, 
He stole from the till all the gold. 
And ate the lump sugar and treacle* 
In vain did his master exclaim^ 
Dear George, don't engage with that Dragon^ 
She'll lead you to sorrow and shame, 
And leave you the devil a rag on 
Your Rum ti, &c. 

In vain he entreats and implores 
The weak and incurable ninny, 
So kicks him at last out of doors. 
And Georgy soon spends his last guinea. 

If 
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His undei whose genecDus purine 
Had often relieved l^i as I know. 
Now finding him grow wone.and woive^ 
Refused to cem^ down with the rhino* 
Rum ti^ Sec* 

Cried Milwood, whose cruel hearths core 
Was so flinty that nothing could shock it. 
If ye mean to come here any nlore. 
Pray come with more cash in your pocket« 
Make nunky surrender his dibs, 
Rub his pate with a pair of lead towels. 
Or stick a knife into his ribs, 
I'll warrant he'll than show same bowels* 
Rum ti> &C. ' . i 

A pistol he got from his lore, 
'Twas loaded with powder and bullet. 
He trudged off to Camberwell Grove, 
But wanted the courage to pull it* 
There's nunky as fat as a hog. 
While I am as lean as a lizard. 
Here's at you, you stingy old dog! 
And he whips a long kni& in his.gi22ard« 

Rum ti; &C. 

7 
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All you who attend to xny song, 

A terrible end of the farce shall see. 

If you join the inquisitive throng 

That foUow'd poor George to the Marshalsea. 

If Milwood were here, dash my wigs^ 

Quoth he, I would pummel and lam her well ; 

Had I stuck to my pruins and figs» 

I ne'er had stuck nunky at CamberwelL 

Bum ti> &Cp 

ji ' .■ • 

Their bodies werene^e^ cut down, 
for granny relates withamazement, 
A witch bore 'env over the town. 
And hong them on Tfaorowgood's casement^ 
The neighbours, I Ve heard the folks: say, 
The miracle noisily brag on. 
And the shop is to this very day. 
The sign of the George and the Pnigoj^y 

Bum ti, &c. 
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PUNCH'S APOTHEOSIS, 

BjfT.H. 



Rhjmcs the niddere are ofvenesy 

With which, like shipf, they steer their couries, HUDIBBAI* 

Scene drawi, and dtsctroers Punch on a throne sut' 
rounded hy Lear, Lady Macbeth, Macbeth, 
Othello, George Barnwell, Hamlet, Ghost, 
Macheath, Juliet, Friar, Apothecary, Ro- 
meo, and Falstaff— — PuncA descends^ and ad'* 
dresses them in theJbUomng 

RECITATIVE. 

As manager of horses Mr Merrjman is, 

So I with you am master of the ceremonies,-^ 

These grand rejoicings, let me see, how name ye 

'em? 
Oh, in Greek lingo 'tis E— -pi — ^thalamium. 
October's tenth it is, toss up each hat to-day, 
And celebrate with shouts our opening Saturday. 
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On AiB great night 'tis settled by our iiiaiuiger» 
That we> to pleaa^ great Johnny BuU, should plan a 

jeer. 
Dance a bang-up theatrical cotillon, 
And put on tuneful Pegasus a pillion; 
That every soul, whether or not a cough he has, 
May kick like HaiiequiiCi; and sing like Orpheus^ 
So come, ye pupils of Sir John Qallini, 
Spin up a tetotum like Angiollini ; 
That John and Mrs Bull firom Ale and Teahouses, 
May shout huzza for' Punch's Apotheosis ! I 

Thej^ dance and singm 
AIR,—'' Sure such a.day.^* Tom Thumb. 

Lear. 

Dance, Regan, dance with Cordelia and Goneril, 
Down the nuddle, up i^pfidn, poussette, and cross ; 
Stop, Cordelia, do not tread upon her heel, 
Began feeds on coltsfoot, and kicks like a horse. 
See she twists her mutton fists like Molyneux or 

Beelzebub,' 
And t'others clack, who pats her back| is louder 

&r than Hell's hubbub. 
m2 
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They tweak my nose, and round it goes, I fear 

they'll break the ridge of it. 
Or leave it all just like Vauxhall, with only half the 

bridge of it. 

Omnks. 

Round let us boundi for this is Punch's holiday. 
Glory to Tomiboleryi huzza! huzza! 

Ladt Macbeth. 
/ kill'd the King^ my husband is a heavy dunc^^ 
He left the grooms unmassacred, then massacred 
the stud, 

■ 

One loves long gloves for mittens, like King's Evi- 
dence, 
Let truth with the fingers out and won't hide blood* 

Macbeth. 
When spooneys on two knees implore the aid of 

sorcery. 
To suit their wicked purposes they quickly put the 

. laws awry, 
With Adam I in wife may vie, for none could tell 

the use of her, 
£xcept to cheapen golden pippbs hawkM about by 

Luci&n 
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Omnbs. 

Hound let us bounds for this is Punch's holiday, 
'ixloiy to Tomfoolery^ huzza! huzza 1 

Othello. 
Wife, come to life, forgive what your black lover 

did* 
Spit the feathers from your mouth and munch roast 

beef; 
lago he may go and be toss'd in the coverlid. 
That smother'd you because you pawned my hand- 

kerchief* ' 

Geo. Barnwbll. 
Why, neger, so eager about your rib immaculate i 
Milwood shows for hanging us they've got an ugly 

knack o* late ; 
If on beauty stead of duty but one peeper bent he 

sees, 
Satan waits with Dolly baits to book in us appren* 

tices. 

Ommbs. 

Round let us bound, for this is Punch's holiday, 
Glory to Tomfoolery, huzza I huzza ! 
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Hamlxt. 
I'm Hamlet in (uunlet, my ap and perihelif^ 
The moon can fix which lunatics makes sharp or flat* 
I stuck by ill luck, enamour'd of Ophelia, 
Old Polony like a sausage, and exclaimed ^* Rat! 
Rat l'» 

Ghost, 
Let Gertrude sup the poison-d cop, no more 111 be 

an actor in 
Such sorry food, but drink home-brew'd of WUt- 

bread's manufacturing. 

Macheath. 
I^ Polly it, and folly it, and dance it quite the 

dandy O, 
But as fpr tunes I have but one, and that is Drops 

of Brandy 0« 

Omnes. 

^ound let up bound, fpr this is Punch -s holiday^ 
Glory ^o Tomfppleryi huzza 1 huzza! 

JuusT. 
^'m Juliet Capulet, who took a dose of helleborei 
^ HeU-of-§-bore | fppid it to put on » palL 
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Friar. 
And I am the friar who so corpulent a belly bore. 

Apothecary. 
And that is why poor skinny I have none at all. 

ROMEO^ 

Pm the resurrection man of buried bodies amorous. 

Falstaff. 
Pm fiigg'd to death, and out of breathy and am for 

quiet clamorous. 
For though my paunch is round and staunch, I ne'er 

begin to fill it ere I 
Feel that I've no stomach lefb for entertainment 

military. 

Omnes. 

Round let us bound, for this is Punch's holiday, 
/ Glory to Tomfoolery, huzza! huzza! 

[ExeuiU dancing* 



James Ballant^ne and Co.. Printers, Edinburgh, 



HORACE IN LONDON : 

GOHSISTtlfO OF 

IMITATIONS 

OF THE 

TWO FIRST BOOKS OF 

« 

THE ODES OF HORACE. 

By the Authors of 

« REJECTED ADDRESSES, 

ORTHB 

NEW THEATRUM P0I;TARUM.»' 



\ 



In the Pfxss, and speedily mU be pubUshedj in' ' j 

one vol. Foolscap Octavo^ 



s . 



1 



INTERCEPTED LETTERS, 



^C. 



I 



r 100 re ^hoh^^,^ 

INTERCEPTED LETTERS; 

ORy THB 

Ctoopennp p^ieiMBag^ 

TO WHICH ARE ADDED^ 

TRIFLES REPRINTED. 



BT 

THOMAS BROWN, ,44 «A 

THE YOUNGER. 



Elapsae manibmi cecid6re Ubellae. 

OVIP. 



tSiBfl^ Clitfw* 



PRINTED FOR J. CARR, 56, PATERNOSTER ROW. 

1813. 



\ 

I 



C, WhittiiglttiD, Qotwdl Street, London. 



DEDICATION. 



TO 



ST N W LR E, ESQ. 

MY DEAR W E, 

It is now about seven years since I 
promised (and I grieve to think it is 
almost as long since we met) to dedi- 
cate to you the very first Book, of 
whatever size or kind, I should publish. 
Who could have thought that so many 
years would elapse, without my giving 
the least signs of life upon the subject 
of this important promise? Who could 
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have imagined that a volume of dog- 
gerel, after all, would be the first offer- 
ing that Gratitude would lay upon the 
shrine of Friendship? 

If, however, you are as interested 
about me and my p..^its ^ formeriy. 
you will be happy to hear that doggerel 
is not my only occupation; but that I 
am preparing to throw my name to the 
Swans of the Temple of Immortality*, 
leaving it, of course, to the said Swans 
, to determine, whether they ever will 
take the trouble of picking it fi*om the 
stream. 

In the mean time, my dear W e, 

like a pious Lutheran, you must judge 

* Ariosto, Caoto 35. 
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of me rather by my faith than my 
worksj and however trifling the tribute 
which I offer, never doubt the fidelity 
with which I am, and always shall be, 

Your sincere and 

attached friend, 



THE AUTHOR. 



245, Piccadilly, 
March 4, 1813. 



PREFACE. 



The Bag, from which the following 
Letters are selected, was dropped by a 
Twopenny Postman about two months 
since, and picked up by an emissary of 
the Society for the S — pp — ss-^n of 
Y— e, who, supposing it might mate- 
rially assist the private researches of 
that Institution, immediately took it to 
his employers and was rewarded hand- 
somely for his trouble. Such a trea- 
sury of secrets was worth a whole host 
of informers ; and, accordingly, like the 
Cupids of the poet (if I may use so 
profane a simile) who ** fell at odds 



about the sweet-bag of a bee*,'* those 
venerable Suppressors almost fought 
with each other for the honour and 
delight of first ransacking the Post-Bag. 
Unluckily, however, it turned out upon 
examination, that the discoveries of 
profligacy which it enabled them to 
make, lay chiefly in tiiose upper regicns 
of society, which their weil-bred r^ti- 
lations forbid them to molest or naeddle 
with. — In coQsequ^ice, they gained but 
very few victims by their prize, and, 
after lying for a week or two under Mr. 
H — TCH — ^d's counter, ike Bagj with its 
violated cont^its, was sold for a trifle 
to a friend of mine. 

It happened that I had been just iben 
seized with an ambition (having never 

♦ Herrick. 
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tried the strength of my wing but in a 
Newspaper) to publish something or 
other in the shape of a Book; and it 
occurred to me that, the present being 
such a letter-writing era, a few of these 
Twopenny Post Epistles, turned into 
easy verse, would be as light and popu- 
lar a task as I could possibly select for 
a commencement I did not think it 
prudent, however, to give too many 
Letters at first, and, accordingly, have 
been obliged (in order to eke out a 
sufficient number of pages) to reprint 
some of those trifles, which had already 
appeared in the public journals*. As 
in the battles of ancient times, the 

* It is but jRur to mention that some of these 
reprinted jeinml'esprit (as the Parody on the 
R— G — ^t's Letter, the Insurrection of the Papers, 
the New Costume of the Ministers, and the Sale of 
the Toob) are nai wUne — but they appeared to be 
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shades of the departed were' some- 
times seen among the combatants, so I 
thought I might remedy the thinness of 
my ranks, by conjuring up a few dead 
and forgotten ephemerons to fill them. 

Such are the motives and accidents, 
that led to the present publication; and 
as this is the first time my Muse has 
ever ventured out of the go-cart of 
a Newspaper, though I feel all a 
parent's delight at seeing little Miss go 
alone, I am also not without a parent's 
anxiety, lest an unlucky fall should be 
the consequence of the experiment; 
and I need not point out the many 
living instances there are, of Muses that 

so perfectly m keeping with my own, and were so 
very convenient in filling up my pages, that [ trust 
their Author (whoever he may be) wUl excuse the 
liberty I have taken in making use of them. • 



• • • 

«■ 



X111 



have suffered severely in their heads, 
from taking too early and rashly to 
their feet. Besides, a Book is so very 
different a thing from a Nev^^spaper! — 
in the former, your doggerel, without 
either company or shelter, must stand 
shivering in the middle of a bleak vehite 
page by itself; v^hereas, in the latter, it 
is comfortably backed by advertise- 
ments, and has some Je» e,en a 
Speech of Mn St — ph — ^n's, or some- 
thing equally warw, for a chavffe-pii — 
so that, in general, the very reverse of 
" laudatur et alget" is its destiny. 

Ambition, hov^^ever, must run som6 
risks, and I shall be very YfeW satisfied 
if the reception of these few Letters, 
should have the effect of sending me to 
the Post-Bag for more. 
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INTERCEPTED LETTERS, 



^c. 



LETTER I. 



FROM THK PR — NC — SS CH — E OF W- 



TO THE LADY B — RB — A A — SHL — Y*. 

AIy dear Lady Bab, you'll be shocked, Fm afraid. 
When you hear the sad rumpus your Ponies har 

made; 
Since the time of horse-consuls (now long out of date,) 
No nags ever made such a stir in the State ! 

* This yoang Lady, who is a Roman Catholic^ has latetj 
made a present of some beantifnl Ponies to the Pr— ne— ss j 

B 



Lord £l0 — N first heard — and as instantly pray'd he 
To God and his King — ^that a Popish young Lady 
(For though you've bright eyes and twelve thousand 

a year. 
It is still but too tme you're a Papist^ my dear) 
Had insidiously sent, by a tall Irish groom. 
Two priest-ridden Ponies, just landed from Rome, 
And so full, little rogues, of pontifical tricks. 
That the dome of St. Paul's was scarce safe from 
their kieksf 

Off at once to Papa, in a flurry, he flies — 
For Papa always does what these statesmen advise. 
On condition that they'H be, in turn; so polite 
As, in no case whatever, to advise- him too rigkt-^' 
" Pretty doings are here. Sir, (he angrily cries. 
While by diat of darkeyebr'Ow&hexitiiveste leak vfia«) 
<< Tis a. scheme of the. Romanists^ so blip me God! 
^* To ride over your most Royal Hi^^iaess rough- 
shod — 
" Excua^, Sir, npy t^irs — they^re ff^m lo^UVs 
source — 
BaAtfoan^ Isvas forTvoy l» be sockfd by a Morse, 
But for as to be rain^ by JPlmife^ s^>warse!" 






Qiiiok a CmiucU n caii'd — the whote CaMiiet siM-^ 
The Aichbifiihops declare, frigfatieii'^ out 9$ thw 

wits, 
Tiiat tf vile Popbh. Poniea shoald eat at my. mnnger. 
From that awful moment die €harcb is in danger! 
As, give them but stablings and ihaitl^ no stalls 
Will suit their proud stomachs bi^ those at St. 

FauTs. 

The Doctor ancl be, the devout Man of Leathei; 
V — MS — ^TT — Tf BOW laying their Swnt-heads toge- 

ther. 
Declare that these skktish yonng o-bomiBatioos 
Are clearly foretold in Cbapw vi Rcveiatton»^ 
Nay, they verily think they covld point oat the 



Which tke Doctor's Iriend Deatb was to canted 
upon! 

Lord H — RR — BY, hoping that na one bnputes 
To the Court any ftncy to persecute brutes. 
Protests, on the word of himself and his crouieSy 
That had these said cieatores been As«ts^ not 
Ponies, 



i€ 



€i 



it 



4 

The Court would have started no sort of objection, 
As Asses were> there, always sure of protection. 

<< If the Pr — NC — ss will keep them, (says Lord 

C — STL — R— <JH — ) 
To make them quite harmless the only true 

way. 
Is (as certain Chief-Justices do with their wives) 
*' To flog them within half an inch of their lives — 
If they've any bad Irish blood lurking about. 
This (he knew by experience) would soon draw it 
out." 
Or — ^if this be thought cruel — his Lordship proposes 
** The new Veto snaflle to bind down their noses — 
** A pretty contrivance, made out of old chains, 
" Which appears to indulge, while it doubly restrains ; 
" Which, however high-mettled, their gamesomeness 

checks, 
(Adds his Lordship humanely) or else breaks their 
necks !" 

This proposal received pretty general applause 
From the Statesmen around — and the neck-breaking 
clause 



Had a vigour about it, which soon reconcird 
Even Eld — n himself to a measure so mild. 
So the snaffles, my dear, were agreed to nem. con. 
And my Lord C — stl — E — gh, having so often 

shone 
In the fettering line, is to buckle them on. 

I shall drive to your door in these Vetos some day» 
But, at present, adieu ! — ^I must hurry away 
To go see my Mamma, as I*m suffered to meet her 
For just half an hour by the QtJ — n's best repeater. 



E. 



LETTER 41. 

» 

FROM COLONEL M*M — H — N TO G — LD 
FB-^NC — S L — CKIE, tSQ, 

DsAB Sir, rv€ just had'time to look 
Into your very learned Book *, 
Wbereinr-^«8>pkun a« nan GOD «peak. 
Whose English is half modem Greek— 
Yoa prove tbat we can ne'er intrench 
Our happy isles against the French, 
Till Royalty in England's made 
A much more independent trade — 
In shorty until the House of Ouelph 
Lays Lords and Commons on the shelf. 
And holdly sets" up for itself! 

All, that can well be understood 
In this said Book, is vastly good*; 

* See the last Number of tlie Edinburgh Review. 



•l_^l 
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Aiidy as to what* s ii 

I dare be sworn 'tisiull as.usnsible. 

But — to yojuriiroriL's immortal credit — 

The P E, good Sir, the P e has read it. 

(The only Book, imnself .remadLs, 
Which he ha§ readsbee Mm« CjLAJbKi&'a) 
Last Levee-dnom.he lodk'd it through. 
During that awful hour or two ' 
Of grave tonsoriaLprepftratiDii* 
Which, to a fond, admirif^mataaiy 
Sends forth/mmoane'd hyixumpistid^dnitt. 
The best-wiggfd IP rB Jn idmsteiidQiD ! 

He thinks with ym, .th' JnagisatiQa 
.Of:jMir4ii«niAt|yinili^giBla(tHib « 

Could only enter in (liie noddles • 

Of dull aod.lcdger'^keeping jKwadcfeai; 
Whose heads on ,/Srffisnire-rumiiig so, : 
They ev'n nuiit .have n £iog and <Cq* 
And hence, too, eloquently show forth 
On checks and balaneu and'AOffeftlb 



But now, he trjifiis»;wcfse coniogiMiM^ ft 
Better and moie royal «m; 
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When EDgland',8 BMMiaFch need but say « 

" Whip me thoic scoundiels, C — stl — ^B — qh V 
Or — " hang me up those Papists, Eld — n/' 
And ^twill be done — Bye, Mth, and well done. 

With view to which, Fve his command 
To beg. Sir, from your travelled hand, 
(Round which the foreign graces swarm) 
A Plan of radical Reform ; 
Compil'd and chosen, as best you can. 
In Turkey or at Ispahan, 
And quite upturning, branch and root. 
Lords, Commons, and Burd6tt to boot ! 

But, pray, whatever you may impart, write 
Somewhat more brief than M^jor C — RTWR — ght. 

Else, though the P e be long in rigging, 

'Twould take, at least, a fortnight's wigging, — 
Two wigs to every paragraph^ — 
Before he well could get through half. 

Tou'U send it also speedily — 
As, truth to say, ^twixt you and me. 
His Highness, heated by your work. 
Already thinks himself Grand Turk ! 



And you'd have laugh'd, had you seen how 
He scar'd the Ch — NC — ll— K just now. 
When (on his Lordship's entering puff 'd) he 
$lapp'd his back and calPd him ** Mufti V 

The tailors too have got commands. 
To put directly into hands 
All sorts of Dulimans and Pouches, 
With Sashes, Turbans, and Paboutches, 
(While Y — ^i^M — ^TH's sketching out a plan 
Of new Moustaches d VOttomane) 
And all things fitting and expedient 
To turkify our gracious Rr— G — NT ! 

Tou, therefore, have no time to waste — 
So, send your System. — 

Tour's^ in haste. 



to 



POSTSCRIPT, 

Before I send this scrawl awiiy, 

I seize a moment, just to say, 

There^s some parts of the Turkiah system 

So vulgar, 'twere m^M you nias'd (emu 

For instance — in SeK^Ue m^teoh^ 

Your Turk, whom giriiah lipHMkicasiflatjIesft* 

Would fill his :H«ram (taitekM ibol i) 

With tittering, red-cheek'd things from school — 

But here (as ia that fiuiy bod, 

Where Love and Age wenthand in faajui * ; 

* Tbe^learnedtColDnel must allnde here t$ a description 
of the Mysterious Isle, m tibe History of Abdalla, Son of 
Hanif, where sach inYersions of the order of natore are 
said to have taken place. — ** A score of old women and the 
same nnmber of old men played here and there in the 
eonrt, some at chuck-farthing, others at tip-cat or at 
cockles.":— And again, ** There is nothing, beUeve me, more 
engaging than those lovely wrinkles, &c. ^c." — See Taies 
of the Easi, Vol. III. pp. 607, 608. 
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Where lips, till sixty, shed no honey. 
And Grandams were worth any money) 
Our Sultan has much ri]>er notions — 
So, let your list of fAe-promotions 
Include those only,:plui9p^«iid'8fige. 
Who've reached the regulatian^e ; 
That is— -^a-ntar as one can fix 
From Peerage dates — ^fiiU fifty-six I 

This rule's for fav'rite* — nathujig more — 
For, as to wives, a Grand Signoi^ 
Thoughnotdeddedly mihaiU them* 
Need never care one curse about them. 



LETTER III. 

FROM G. R. TO THE S OF Y- 



We miss'd you last night at the " hoary old sinner's/ 
Who gave us, as usual, the cream of good dinners — 
His soups scientific — his fishes quite prime — 
His pat6s superb — ^and his cutlets sublime ! 
In short, 'twas the snug sort of dinner to stir a 

Stomachic orgasm in my Lord E gh. 

Who set to, to be sure, with miraculous force. 
And exclaimed, between mouthfiils, ** a jETe-Oook, 

of course! — 
" While you live — (what's there under that cover, 

pray, look) — 
** While you live — {V\\ just taste it) — ne'er keep a 

She-Cook. 



* This letter, as the reader will perceive, was written the 
day after a dinner, given by the M of H . 
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** Tis a sound Salic Law— (a small bit of that toast)-*- 
** Which ordains that a female shall ne'er rule the 
roast; 
For Cookery's a secret — (this turtle's uncom- 
mon)— 
Like Masonry, never found out by a woman !" 



« 



*t 



The dinner, you know, was in gay celebration 
Oimy brilliant triumph and H — ^nf s condemnation ; 

A compliment too to his Lordship the J e 

For his Speech to the J — y — ^and zounds! who 

would grudge 
Turtle-soup, though it came to five guineas a bowl. 
To reward such a loyal and complaisant soul? 
We were all in high gig — ^Ronian Punch and Tokay 
Travell'd round, till our heads travell'd just the same 

way; 
And we car'd not for Juries or Libels — ^no— ^amme ! 

nor 
£v*n for the threats of last Sunday's Examiner! 

More good things were eaten than said — but ToM 

T-r-RRH — T 
In quoting Joe Miller, you know, has some merit, 
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And, hear log the aliiffdy J4i9tici^i:y ChM 
Say-^Hsaled wth turtle— " VU now try the beeT'— 
Tommy whisper'd him (giving his Lonlab^ a sly hit) 
'' I fear 'twilib« ten^o^ niy li^idv i£T<K7 try it !" 

And C — Mp-^K viw^ tbrnn^ whs that niomhig* had 

gone 
To fit his newMai^iiifc's^^oQet an; 
And the di3h set hf&xr^ him — oh4i»b wdl^cwia'A!-^ 
Was, what •Id |Iqthti^ Qi«A»aB caUs» ^ a ealf 'a* 
, head ««pri»'dr 
The brains were near -; ^oAome Aey'd been 

fine, 
But, of late» diey had hem s^ long soafciDf ia wdm^ 

That» howevec wf jitjitt laigh^ in couitesy, edi 

Them afiiiA dish of lmUis».tb«y we«^ a% hffajns at ali 

When the dinnei was oxrer,; w^ djmri(»^ every o«e 
In a bumper, ** the venial delights of Cvtm. Con/' 
At wbkh H--<---T with warm r^nisQivtees gloated. 
And £ — b'r — H chuckled to hear himself quoted. 

Our next round of toasts was. a fancy quite new, 
Fov wedranjK — and you'll own 'twas. boBnevQlanl loo — 



15 

To those well-meaning husbands, cits, parsons, or 

peers. 
Whom we've, any time, honoured by kissing their 

dears: 
This museum of wittols was comical rather; 
Old H ^T gave M y, and / gave . 

fai short, not a aaul till tiiitf monring would budge — 

We weie all fun andt feolicl— imd even the i- b 

Laid aside, for the time, his juridical fashion. 
And through the whole night was not once in a passion ] 

I write this in bed, while my whbkera are airings 
And M — c has a sly dose of jalup preparing 
For poor T—M M Y T—BB—T at breakfast to ^uaff^ 
As I feel I want something to ^ve me a laugh. 
And there's nothing so good as old T — AfrMY,,bspt 

close 
To his Cornwall accounts, after takings a. do«&!< 



LETTER IV. 

FROM THE RIGHT HON. P-TR-CK D — O — N W 

TO THE RIGHT HON. SIR 4 — HN N — CH L. 

DubUn *. 

Last week, dear N — ch — l, making merry 
At dinner with our Secretary, 
When all were drunk, or pretty near, 
(The time for doing business here) 
Says he to me, ** Sweet Bully Bottom ! 
" These Papist dogs — hiccup — od rot 'em I 
" Deserve to be bespatter'd — hiccup^ 
** With all the dirt ev'n you can pick up^ 



* This letter, which contained some very heavy in- 
closares, seems to have been sent to London by a private 
hand, and then pat into the Twopenny Post-Office,^ to save |, 
trouble. 



«f 

€€ 
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" But, as the P-~*B-— (here's to him-->fiU — 
" Hip, hip, hurra!) — ^is trying still 
To humbug them with kind professions. 
And, as you deal in firang expressions — 
" Rogue*'^'* frutfor"— hiccup— and all that— 
** You must be muzzled. Doctor Pat \— 
** You must indeed— hiccup— that's flat/'— 

• 

Yes — ** muzzled" was the word. Sir John — 
These fools have clapp'd a muzzle on 
The boldest mouth that e'er ran o'er 
With slaver of the times of yore*! — 
Was it for this that back I went 
As far as Lateran and Trent, 
To prove that they, who damn'd us tben. 
Ought now, in turn, be damn'd again! — 
The silent victim still to sit 
Of Gr— TT— N's fire and C— NN — o's wit. 
To hear ev'n noisy M — th — w gabble on. 
Nor mention once the W — e of Babylon ! 



* In sending this sheet to tbe Press, however, I learn 
that the ** mnisle^ has been taken off, and the Rif^t Hon. 
Doctor let loose again! 

O 



Id 

Oh ! 'lis too much — wlio now wifl be 

The Nightman of No-Popery? 

What Courtiefy Saint, or even Bishop, 

Such learned filth will ever fish up ? 

If there among our ranks be one 

To take my place, 'tis thou. Sir John — 

Thou — ^who, like me, art dubb'd Right Hon. 

Like me too, art a Lawyer Civil 

That wishes Papists at the devil! 

To whom then but to thee, my friend. 
Should Patrick * his Port-folio send ? 
Take it — ^'tis thine — his leam'd Port-folio, 
With all its theologic olio 
Of Bulls, half Irish and half Roman, — 
Of Doctrines, now believ'd by no man — 
Of Councils, held for men's salvation. 
Yet always ending in damnation — 
(Which shows that, since the world's creation. 



* This is a bad name for poetiy; bat D — gen-^n is 
worse* — ^As PmdentioB sf^ npon a very differeot subject 

» 

torquetur Apollo 
Nomine percussns. 
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Your Priests, whatever their gentle shamming, 
Have always had a taste for damning) 
And many more such pious scraps. 
To prove (what we've long proved perhaps) 
That, mad as Christians us'd to be 
About the Thirteenth Century, 
Hiere's&lt of Christians to be had 
In this, the Nineteenth, just as mad ! 

Farewell — I send with this, dear N — ch — l ! 
A rod or two Fve had in piekle 
Wherewith to trim old Gr— tt— N's jacket.— 
The riest shall go by Monday^s packet. 

P. D. 
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Among the IndomrtB in the J^'igolng LeiUr w4$ 
the follomng ** Unmuwerttbk Argmment aguhut 
the PafUu: 



f> 



We're told the ancient Romaa nation 

Made use of spittle in lustration *. — 

(Vide Lactantium ap. Gallaeum — f 

i. e. you need not read but ue 'em) 

Now, Irish Papists (foci surprising!) 

Make use of spittle in baptizing. 

Which proves them all, OTinns^ OTaganiI, 

Connors, and Tooles, all downright Pagans ! 

Thiji^ief s enough — let no one tell us 

To free such sad, salivous fellows — 

No — No — the man, baptiz'd with spittle. 

Hath no truth in him — not a tittle ! 

♦ « m ' 

• lufitralibos ant^ salivis 



Expiat. Pars. Sat. 2. 

t I have taken the troable of examining the Doctor^ re« 
ference here, and find him, for once, correct. The follow- 
ing are the words of hb indignant refere6 GaUeas — " As- 
serere non veremor sacrom baptismum a Papistis profiinari, 
et spati usttm in peccatoram ezpiatione a Paganis non a 
Christianis hummmm.** 



LETTER V, 

FROM THE COClfTBBS DOWjiOBtt OP C ■ ■■■> 

TO I.AOY . 

AIt dear Lady --*..— ^ ! I've been just fieading nut 
About five hnwlrad cavdi for a sang little Rout**^ 
(By the bye, yooVe teen Rokbby f-^this moment 

got mine — 
The Mail-Coaeh Edition*— prodig^Mnly finel) 
But I can't conceive how, in this Very cold weather, 
I'ai ever to bring my five baadied together; 
As, uniess the tfaeanoineter^s near boilisg heal* 
One can never get half of one's bandreds to mttt^ 
(Apropos — you'd have laugh'd to seeTowNSEND, 

last nighty 
Escoijt to their chairs, with his staff so polite. 
The *^ three maiden ICseries/^ ail in a fiigfat4 * 

« See Ifr.Manirf^ AavertisemeBt itevt H^eAUU^CIoa^h 
eopies of Ri>kehy. 
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Poor TowNSENDy like Mebcurt, filling two posts. 
Supervisor of thieves, and chief-usher of ghosts f J 

But, my dear Lady — ! can't you hit on 

some notion. 
At least for one night to set London in motion? — 
As to having the R — g — NT — that show is gone by — 
Besides, Tve remarked that (between you and I) 
The Marchesa and he, inconvenient in more ways, 
Have taken much lately to whispering in door-ways ; 
Which — consid'ring, you know, dear, the size of 

the two— 
Makes a block that one's company cannot get 

through. 
And a house such as mine is, with door-ways so small. 
Has no room for such cumbersome love-work at all ! — 
(Apropos, though, of love-work — you've heard it, I 

hope. 
That Napoleon's old Mother's to marry the 

Pope, — 
What a comical pair I) — but, to stick to my Rout, 
'Twill be hard if some novelty can't be struck out. 
Is diereno Algerine, no Kamchatkan arriv'd? 
No Plenipo Pacha, three-tail'd and ten-wiv'd? 
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No Russian, whose dissonant consonant name 
Almost rattles to fragments the trumpet of Fame? 

1 remember the time» three or four winters back. 
When — ^provided their wigs were but decently 

black — 
A few Patriot monsters, from Spain, were a sight 
That would people one's house for one, night after 

night. 
But — ^whether the Minhiers paw'd them too much — 
(And you know how they spoil whatsoever they 

touch) 
Or, whether Lord G — RGE (the young man about 

town) 
Has, by dint of bad poetry, written them doM'ii — 
One has certainly lost one's peninsular rage. 
And the only stray Patriot seen for an age 
Has been at such places (think, how the fit cools) 
As old Mrs. V N's or Lord L — ^v— rp — l's ! 

But, in short, my dear, names like Wintztschit- 

STOPSCHINZOUDHOFP 

Are the only things now make an ev'ning go smooth 
off— 



So, get ttie ft Ru^ftiaii— till death I'm ^otif debtor— 
If he brings the whole Alphabet, bo much the better. 
And — Lord ! if he would but, in character, sup 
Off his fish*4>il atid caudles, he'd quite set me apl 

Au revoir, my sweet girl — ^I must leave yOQ in haste — 
LiitleGDNTBtt has brought me the Liqueurs to taste. 



POSTSCRIPT. 

By the bye, have you found any friend that can 

construe 
That Latin account, t'other day, of a Monster*? 
If we can't get a Russian, and that thing in Latin 
Be not too improper, 1 think I'll bring that in. 



* AUnding, I snppose, to the Latin Advertisement of a 
Lnans Natune in tbe Newspapers lately. 



LETTER VI. 

FROM ABDALLAH*, IN LONDON, TO MOHASSAN, 

IN ISPAHAN. 

Whilst thou, Mohassan, (happy thou!) 
Dost daily bend thy loyal brow 
Before our King — our Asia's treasure ! 
Nutmeg of Comfort! Rose of Pleasure! — 
And bear'st as many kicks and bruises 
As the said Rose and Nutmeg chooses; — 
Thy head still near the bowstring's borders^ 
And but left on till further orders! — 

* I have made many inquiries aboat this Persian gentle- 
man, bnt cannot satisiactorily ascertain who he is. From 
his notions of Religioos liberty, however, I conclude that 
he is an importation of Ministers; aad he isarri?ed jost in 
time to assist the P — ^b and I^. L-— ck — ■ in their new 
Oriental Plan of Reform. — See the second of these Letters* 
— How Abdallah's epistle to Ispahan found its way into the 
Twopenny Post-Bag is mare than I can pretend to account 
for. 
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Through Loiidoa streets, with turban fidr. 

And caftan, floating to the air, 

I saunter on — the admiration 

Of this short-coated popuhition — 

This sew'd-up race — ^this buttoo'd nation — 

Who, while they boast their laws so free. 

Leave not one limb at liberty. 

But live, with all their lordly speeches. 

The slaves of buttons and tight breeches ! 

Yet» though they thus their knee-pans fetter, 
^They're Christians, and they know no better)* 
In 9ome things they're a thinking nation — 
And, on Religious Toleration, 
I own I like their notions quite. 
They are so Persian anckso right! 
You know our SuNNiTBSf, hateful dogs! 
Whom every pious Shiite flogs 

* *^ C'est an honn^te faomme," said a Tarkish governor 
of De Rnyter, ** c'est grand donunage qn*il soit Chre- 
tien.- 

t 8mmUe$ and ShiUes are the two leading sects into 
which the Mahometan world is divided; and tiiey have 
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Or longs to flog*— 'tis true, they pray 
To God, but in an ill-bred way; 
With neither arms, nor legs, nor feces 
Stuck in their right, canonic places f! 
Tis true, they worship Ati's name l—^ 
Their Heaven and tiurs are just the same — 
(A Persian's Heav'n is easily made, 
Tis but — black eyes and lemonade.) 



gone on cursing and persecuting each other^ without any 
intermission, for about eleven hundred years. The Smntki is 
the established sect in Turkey, and the ShM ia Feisia; aad 
the differences between them turn chiefly upon those im« 
portant points, which our pious friend Abdallah, in the true 
spirit of Shiite Ascendancy, reprobates in this Letter. ' 

* <' Les Sunnites, qui etoient comme les CathoUques de 
Mnsnimanisme." D*Herb€loi. 

t << In contradistinction to tiie Sounis, who in their pray- 
ers cross their hands on the lower part of the breast, the 
Schiahs drop their arms in straight lines ; and as the Sounis, 
at certain periods of the prayer, press their foreheads on 
the ground or carpet, the Schiahs, &c. &c." 

ForHer'8 Voyag9^ 

'''Les Turcs ne detestent pas Ali reciproqnemeat; au 
coutraire ils le reconnoissent, &c. &c«" Ckardin* 



28 

Yet — ^tfaoagh jre've tried for centariea back' — 

We can't persuade the stubborn pack« 

By bastinadoefly screws* or nippers^ 

To wear th' establish'd pea>green slippers * I 

Then — only think — the libertiiie«! 

They wash their toes — ^they comb their chins f 

With many more such deadly sins! 

And (what's the worst* though last I rank it) 

Believe the Chapter of the Blanket ! 

Yet, spite of tenets so flagitious, 

(Which nnuty at bottom, be seditious ; 

As no man living would refuse . j 

Green slippers, but from treasonous views; 

Nor wash his toes, but with intent 

To overturn the Government !) 

Such IS our mild and tolerant way, 

W« only curse them twice a day, 

. • *<TlwSluttet weargfecn stipfpcts, whieh IheSwiitQi 
•coBiMtef «s a graat aboniiMitMB.'' 3iarjfi».-. 

t For these points of difference, as well as for the Cha|i- 
ter of the Blanket, I mast refer the reader (not haying the 
hook by me) to Fic«uri*« Account of the Mahonetafi 
fUcU. 
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(According to a Form tliat's set) 
Andy far from torturing, only let 
All orthodox believers beat 'em. 
And twitch their beards, wberei'er they meet 'em< 

As to the rest, they're free to do 
Whate'er their fimcy prompts them to. 
Provided they make nothing of it 
Tow'rds rank or honour, power or profit; 
Which things, we naturally expect. 
Belong to us, the Established sect. 
Who disbelieve (the Lord be thanked !) 
Th' aforesaid Chapter of the Blanket. 

The same mild views of Toleratioii 
Inspire, I find, this button'd nation. 
Whose Papists (full as giv'n to rogue. 
And only Sunnites with a brogue) 
.Fare just as well, with all their fiiss, 
Astrascal Sunnites do with us. 

The tender Gasel I inclose 
In for my love, my Syrian Rose—* 
Take it, when night begins to fall^ 
And throw it o'er her moliier's wall. 
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GAZEL. 

Rememberest ttiou the hour we past, 
That4iour, the happiest and the last! — 
Oh ! not so sweet the Siha thorn 
To summer bees, at break of mom. 
Not half so sweet, through dale and ddl. 
To Camels' ears, the tiiikling bell. 
As is the soothing memory 
Of that one precious hour to me! 

How can we live, so &r apart! 
Oh ! why not rather, heart to heart. 

United live and die — 
Like those sweet birds, that fly together, 
Witli feather always touching feather, 

Link'd by a hook and eye * ! 



* This will appear strange to an English reader, but it is 
literally trandated from Abdallah's Persian, and the carious 
bird to which he allades is.the Jnftak, of which I find die 
following account in Richardson. — ** A sort of hird, that is 
said to have bat one wing; on the opposite side to which 
the male has a hook and the female a ring, so that, when 
they fly, they are fiistened tpgetber." 



LETTER VII. 

" FROM MESSRS. L — CK — GT — N AND CO. 
TO ' 1 ESg*. 

Per Post, Sir, we send your MS. — look'd it thro'— ^ 
Very sorry — but can't undertake — 'twouldn't do. 
Clever work. Sir ! — would get up prodigiously well — 
Its only defect is— it never would sell 1 
And though Statesmen may glory in being unhin^kt^ 
In an Author, we think. Sir, that's rather a fault. 

Hard times. Sir, — ^most books are too dear to be 

read — 
Though the gold of Good-sense and Wifs tmall- 

change are fled. 
Yet the paper we Publishers pass, in their stead, 

* From motives of delicacy, and, indeed, offeUow^ed' 
ing, I suppress the name of the Author, whose rejected 
manuscript was inclosed in this letter. — See the Appendix 
for this and other enclosures. 
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Rises higher each day, and ('tis fiightfiil to tfaiok it) 
Not even such names as F — TZQ — ^R — D's can sink 
it! 

However^ Sir — ^if you're for trying again. 
And at somewhat that's vendible — ^we are your 
men. 

Since the Chevalier C — BR took to marrying lately, 
The Trade is in want of a Traveller greatly — 
No job. Sir, more easy — your Cauntnf once planned, 
A month aboard ship and a fortnight on land 
Puts your Quarto of Travels, Sir, clean out of 
hand. 

An East-India pamphlet's a thing that would tell — 
And a lick at the Papists is ntre to sell well. 
Or — supposing you've nothing original in yon — 
Write Parodies, Sir, and such fame it will win you. 
You'll get to the Blue-«tockmg Routs of Alb-n-a *! 

* This allades, I bdieye, to a cmioas correftpondeiice, 
which is said to have passed lately between Axb — m— a, 
CooDtess of B-^K — GH — MS — Ef and a certain ingeniont 
Parodist. 
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(Mind — not to hetdinntn — a teamd-kmiiMaBe • 
Mustn't think of aspiring to mess with the Slues.) 
Or — in case nothing else in this world you can d^^-* 
The deuce is in% Sir, if yon cannot review! 

Should you feel any touch of poetical glow. 
We've a Scheme to suggest — ^Mr. Sc — tt, you must 

know, 
(Who, we're sorry to say it, now works for the Raw*) 
Having quitted the Borders, to seek new renown. 
Is coming, by long Quarto stages, to Town; 
And beginning with Rokeby (the job's sure to pay) 
Means to do all the Gentlemen's Seats on the way. 
Now, the Scheme 19 (though none of our hackneys 

can beat him) 
To start a fresh Poet through Highgate to meet him ; 
Who, by means of quick proofs — no revises — long 

coaches — 
May do a few Villas, before Sc — tt approaches — 
Indeed, if our Pegasus be not curst shabby. 
He'll reach, without found'ring, at least Woburn- 

Abbey. 

* Paternoster Row. 
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Such, Sir, is our plan — ^if you're up to the freak, 
Tb a match! and well put you in training next 

week — 
At present, no more — in reply to this Letter, a 
Line will oblige very much 

Tour's, et cetera. 

TempU qf ikt Mtaea. 



LETTER VIII. 



FROM COLONEL TH — M — S TO 

, BSg. 



C/OME to our F^te*y and bring with tbee 
Thy newest^ best embroidery ! 
Come to our F^te, and show again 
That pea-green coat, thou pink of men! 
Which charm'd all eyes, that last survey'd it; 

When B L's self inquired " who made itT* — 

When Cits came wond'ring^ from the East, 
And thought thee Poet Pte at least! 

Oh ! come — (if haply 'tis thy week 
For looking pale) — ^with paly cheek ; 
Though more we love thy roseate days. 
When the rich rouge-pot pours its blaze 

* Thii Letter inclosed a Card for the Grand Fete on the 
5fh of February. 
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Full o'er thy hce^ and, amply spread, 
Tips ey'n thy whisker-tops with red — 
Like the last tints of dying Day 
That o'er some darkling grove delay ! 

Bring thy best lace, thou gay Philander! 
(That lace, like H — rky Al— x — nd — ft. 
Too precious to be washed !) — thy rings. 
Thy seals — ^in short, thy prettiest things! 
Put all thy wardrobe's glories on. 
And yield, in frogs and fringe, to none 
But the great R — G — T's self alone ! 
Who — ^by particular desire-^ 
Far that night ofUy, means to hire 
A dress from Rombo C — ^TES, Esquire — 
Something between ('twere sin to hack it) 
The Romeo robe and Hobby jacket! 
Hail, first of Actors * ! best of R— g — ts ! 
Bom for each other's fond allegiance! 

* Qnem tH/Melpomebe, seiiiel 
Naacen tern plaeido luminey videris. Set, Horat . 

The MftDy upon whom thon hast deign'd to look fnony, 
Thoii great Tragic Mnse! at the honr of his birth—- 

'Let them say what they will, that's the Man for my mone^, 
Give others thy tears, bat let me have thy mirth! 
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Both gay Lotbarios — both good dressers — 
Of Serious Farce both leara'd Professors — 
Both circled round, for use or show. 
With cock's-combSy wheresoe'er they go! 

Thou know'st Uie time, thou man of lore ! 
It takes to chalk a ball-room floor — 
Thou know'st the time too, well-a-day 1 
It takes to dance that chalk away *• 
The Ball-room opens — far and nigh 
Comets and suns beneath us lie; 
O'er snowy moons and stars we walk^ 
And the floor seems a sky of chalk! 
But soon sh^U fade the bright deceit; 
When many a maid, with busy feet 



The aasertioo that follows, however, if not verified in the 
instance before ns. 



Illnm 



non eqnns mipiger 



Cwru dncet A^aico. 

* Td those, who neither go to balls nor read the Morning 
post, it may be necessary to mention that the floors of 
Ball-rooms, in general, are chalked, for safety and fi>r oma* 
meot, with various fancifal devices. 
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That sparkle in the Lustre's ray, 

O'er the white padi shall bound and play 

Like Nymphs along the Milky Way!— 

At every step a star is fled. 

And suns grow dim beneath their tread ! 

So passeth life— <thu8 Sc— tt would write. 

And spinsters read him with delight) — 

Hours are not feet, yet hours trip on. 

Time is not chalk, yet time's soon gone '^ I 

But, hang this long digressive flight! 
I meant to say, thou'U see, that night. 
What falsehood rankles in their hearts. 

Who say the P ^E neglects the arts — 

Neglects the arts ! — no S ! no ; 

Thy Cupids answer " 'tis not so;" 
And every floor, that night, shall tell 
How quick thou daubest, and how well! 
Shine as thou may'st in French vermillion, 
Thou'rt best — beneath a French cotillion; 

* Hearts are not flint, yet flints are rent. 
Hearts are not stcd, yet steel is 4ieat. 

AftfT aU, however, Mr. Sc— tt may well say to 6ie Colonel, 
(and, indeed, to mach better wags than the Colond,) fccw 
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And still com'st off, whatever thy hulU, 
With Jibing colours in a Waltz I 
Nor need'st thou mourn the transient date 
To thy best works assigned by fate — > 
While some chef-d'oeuvres live to wefiry piif^ 
Thine boast a short life and a merry one; 
Their hour of glory past and goiie 
With « Molly, put the kettle on!" 

But, bless my soul! I've scarce a leaf 
Of paper left — so, must be brief* 

This festive Fite, in fact, will be 
The former Fate's fae^mile*: 
The same long Masquerade of RoQm9, 
TrickM in such different, quaint costumes, 
^These, P— BT— R, are thy glorious works !) 
You'd swear Egyptians, Moprs and Turk^ 
Bearing Good-Taste some deadly malice 
Had clubb'd to raise a Pic-Nic Palace; 



• u c ri t ^'HB H i * <- o will exhibit a complete fae- 
tttntZf , in respect to interior onameat, to what it did at tbe 
last Vkte. The same splendid draperies, &c« Sic." 
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And each, to make the oglio pleasant. 

Had sent a State-Room as a present! — 

The snme fimieuiU and gihuidoles — 

The same gold Asses*, pretty souls! 

That, in this rich and classic dome. 

Appear so perfectly at home ! 

The same bright river 'mongst the dishes. 

Bat Mof— ah ! not the same dear fiihes— 

Late hours and claret kill'd the old ones! — 

So, 'stead of silver and of gold on^, 

(It being rather hard to raise 

Fish of tliat specie now-a-days) 

Some Sprats have been, by Y— RM— th's wish. 

Promoted into Silver Fish, 

And Gudgeons (so V— NS— tt— T told 

The R a t) are as good as Goldi 

So, pr'y thee, come— our FAte will be 
But half a F^te, if wanting thee! 

J. T. 

* The salt-cellars on the P-— «b'8 mm table were ia the 
form of an Am with panoiefs. 
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TRIFLES 



REPRINTED. 



£XOAAZ0NT0S AXXOAIA. 



TRIFLES. 



THE INSURRECTION OF THE PAPERS. 

A DREAM. 



'' It woald be impossible for his Royal Highness to dis- 
engage his person from the accnmnlating pile of papers that 
encompassed it.** 

JLord Castlereaou's Speetk iipoii CoUmel 
M<Mabov's App^bttme^t^ 

Last nigkt I toss'd and tuni'd in bed. 
But could not sleep— at length I said 
" I'll think of Viscount C— stl— R— <»h, 
** And of his speeches — diafs the way.** 
And so it was^ for instantly 
I slept as sound as sound could be. 
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And then I dreamed — oh frightful dream! 
FusELi has no such theme; 

never wrote or borrow'd 

Any horror, half so horrid ! 

Methought the P E, in whiskered state^ 

Before me at his breakfast sate; 

On one side lay unread Petitions, 

Oh t'other. Hints from five Physicians — 

Here tradesmen's bills, official papers. 

Notes from my Lady, drams for vapours — 

There plans of saddles, tea and toast. 

Death-warrants and the Morning Post. 

When lo! the Papers, one and all. 

As if at some magician's call. 

Began to flutter of themselves 

From desk and table, floor and shelves. 

And, cutting each some different capers, ^ 

Advanc*d, oh Jacobinic papers! 

As though they said, " our sole design is 

*' To suffocate his Royal Highness 1" 

The Leader of this vile sedition 

Was a huge Catholic Petitioii, 



/ 



p» 
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With grievances so fiill and heavy. 

It threatened worst of all the bevy. 

Then Common-Hall Addresses came 

In swaggering sheets, and took their aim 

Right at the R— g— f s well-dress*d head» 

As if determm'd to be read ! 

Next Tradesmen's Bills began to fly. 

And Tradesmen's Bills, we know, mount high ; 

Nay ev'n Death-Warrants thought they'd best 

Be lively too, and join the rest. 

But, oh the basest of defections ! 
His Letter about " predilections''— 
His own dear Letter, void of grace. 
Now flew up in its parenf s face ! 
Shocks with this breach of filial duty. 
He just could murmur " et Tu, BrtUeV* 
Then sunk, subdued upon the floor 
At Fox's^bust, to rise no more ! 






piay'd, with lifted hand. 
Oh ! never may this Dream prove true ; 
Though Paper overwhelms the land. 
Let it not crush the Sovereign too!" 



PARODY 



OF A CELEBRATED LETTER. 



A.T length, dearest Freddy, the moment is nigb; 
When, with P — RC—v — l's leave, I may throw my 

chains by ; 
And, as time now is precious, die first thing I do. 
Is to sit down and write a wise letter to you. ' 



« 



4r 



I meant before now to have sent you this Letter, 
But Y— RM— TH and I thought perhaps 'twould be 

better 
To wait till the Irish affairs were decided — 
That is, till both Houses had prosed and divided* 
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With all due appearance of thought and digestion— 
For, though H— RTF— BD Hoose had long settled 

the question, 

« 

I diought it butilecent, between me and you. 
That the two other Houses should settle it too. 

I need not remmd you how cursedly bad 
Our afiairs were all lodiing, when Father went mad ; 
A strait waistcoat on him and restrictions on me, 
A more limited Monarchy could not well be. 
I was caird upon then, in that moment of puzzle. 
To choose my own Mmister— just as they muzzle 
A playful young bear, and then* mock his disaster. 
By bidding him choose out his own dancing-master. 

I thought the best way, as a dutiful son. 
Was to do as Old Royalty's self would have done. 
So I sent word to say, I would keep the whole batch in. 
The same chest of tools, without cleansing or 

patching; 
For tools of this kind, like Martinus's sconce*. 
Would lose all their beauty, if purtfed once; 

* The antiqae shield of Martiims Scriblerns, nvhich, npoii 
scouring, turned oat to be only an old Sconce. 
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And think— only think— if our Father should find. 
Upon graciously coming again to his mind. 
That improvement had spoiFd any favourite adviser-* 
That lU-ss was grown honest, or W-stm-ubl^nd 

wiser — 
That R— D— R was^e v'n by one twinkle, the brighter— 
Or Lr-y-BP-L's speeches but half a pound lighter— 
What a shock to his old royal heart it would be! 
Nq !— &r were such dreams of improvement from me; 
And it pleased me to find, at the house, where, you 

know. 
There's such good mutton cutlets, and strong 

cura9oa*. 
That the Marchio^ss calFd me a duteous old boy. 
And my Y — bm — ^th's red whiskers grew redder 

for joy! 

You know, my dear Fbeddt, how oft, if I would. 
By the law of last Sessions I might have done good. 
I might have withheld these political noodles 
From knocking their heads against hot Yankee 
Doodles; 

* The letter-writer's iavonrite lancheon. 



49 

I might h2Lye told Ireland I pitied her lot. 
Might have sooth'd her with hope— but you know 

did n6t. 
And my wish is, in truth, that the best of old fellows 
Should not, on recovering, have cause to be jealous. 
But find that, while he has been laid on the shelf. 
We've been all of us nearly as mad as himself. 
You smile at my hopes — but the Doctors and I, 
Are the last that can think the K— ng ever will 

die! 

A new era's arrivM— though you'd hardly believe 

it— 
And all things, of course,, must be new to receive 

it. 
New villas, new ffetes (which ev'n Waithman 

attends) — 
New saddles, new helmets, and — why not new 

friends? 

♦ • • 

« « « 

I repeat it " New Friends" — for I cannot describe 
The delight I am in with this P — EC — v — L tribe, 

£ 
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» 

Such capering ! — Such vapouring ! — Such rigour ! — 

Such vigour! 
North, South, East, and West, they have cut such 

a figure. 
That soon they will bring the whole world round 

our ears. 
And leave us no friends — but Old Nick and Algiers. 
When I think of the glory they've beam'd on my 

chains, 
Tis enough quite to turn my illustrious brains ! 
It is true we are bankrupts in commerce and riches. 
But think how we furnish our Allies with breeches ! 

4 

We've lost the warm hearts of the Irish, 'tis granted. 
But then we've got Java, an island much wanted. 
To put the last lingering few who remain, 
Of the Walcheren warriors, out of their pain. 
Then how Wellington fights ! and how squabbles 

his brother! 
For Papists the one, and with Papists the other; 
One crushing Napoleon by taking a City, 
While t'other lays waste a whole Cath'lic Committee ! 
Oh deeds of renown!— shall I boggle or flinch. 
With such prospects before me t by Jove, not an inch. 
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fff- No— !et England's aflairs go to rack, if tbey will, 
Well look after tfa' affairs of the Continent still, 

ntf' Audy with nothing at home but starvatioB and riot. 
Find Lisbon ia bread, and keep Sieily quiet. 

ii^ I am proud to declare I have no predilections. 
My heart is a sieve, where some soatter'd affections 

U^ Are just danc'd about for a moment or two. 

If ^ And the^MT they are, the more sure to run through : 
Neither have I resentments, nor wish there should 

i! come ill 

cbfl To mortal — except (now I think on't) Beau 

'k Br— MM— L, 

ti Who threatened, last year, in a superfine passion, 

I, To cut me, and bring the old K — no into fashion. 
This is all I can lay to my conscience at present. 
When such is my temper, so neutral, so pleasant, 

b So royally free from all troublesome feelings. 
So little encumbered by faith in my dealings, 
(And that Vm consistent the world will allow. 
What I was at Newmarket, the same I am now.) 

I When such are my merits (you know I hate cracking,) 
I hope, like the Vender of Best Patent Blacking, 
« To meet with the gen'rous and kind approbation 
Of a candid, enlightened, and liberal nation.'' 



52 

By the bye, ere I close this magnificent Letter, 
(No man, except Pole, could have writ you a 

better.) 
Twould please me if those, whom I've humbug'd so 

long 
With the notion (good men!) that I knew right from 

wrong. 
Would a few of them join me — mind, only a few — 
To let too much light in on me never would do; 
But even Grey's brightness sha'n't make me afraid. 
While I've C— MD— N and Eld— N to fly to for shade ; 
Nor will Holland's clear intellect do us much 

harm. 
While there's W — stm — rel — nd near him to 

weaken the charm. 
As for Moira's high spirit, if aught can subdue it. 
Sure joining with H — RTF — RD and Y — Rm — ^th 

will do it ! 
Between R — d — R and Wh — rt — N let Sheridan 

sit. 
And the fogs will soon quench even Sheridan's wit ; 
And against all the pure public feeling that glows 
Ev'n in Whitbread himself we've a Host in 
G— roe R— se ! 
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o, in short, if they wish to have Places, they uiay. 
And ril thank you to tell all these matters to Grey, 
Who, I doubt not, will write (as there's no time to 

lose,) 
By the twopenny post to tell Grenville the news ; 
And now, dearest FRED,(though Fve no predilection,) 
Believe me your's always with truest affection. 

P. S. A copy of this is to P — RC — l going — 
Good Lord! how St. Stephens will ring with his 
crowing ! 



ANACREONTIC 

TO A PLUMASSIER. 

f INE and feathery artisan! 
Best of PlumistSy if you can 
With your art so far presume. 

Make for me a P e's Plume — 

Feathers soft and feathers rare. 
Such as suits a P E to wear! 

4 

First, thou downiest of men ! 
Seek me out a fine Pea-hen ; 
Such a Hen, so tall and grand. 
As by Juno's side might stand. 
If there were no Cocks at hand ! 
Seek her feathers, soft as down. 

Fit to shine on P e's cro^vn ; 

If thou canst not find them, stupid ! 
Ask the way of Prior's Cupid. 
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Ranging these iu order due. 
Pluck me next an old Cuckoo; 
Emblem of the happy &U» 
Of easy, kind, comuted mates ! 
Pluck him well — ^be sure you do — 
Who wouldn't he an old Cuckoo, 
Thus to have his plumage blest. 
Beaming on a R— y— 1 crest 1 

Bravo, Plumist !— now what bird 
Shall we find for Plume the third 1 
You must get a'leamed Owl, 
Bleakest of black-letter fowl- 
Bigot bird, that hates the light. 
Foe to all thaf s fair and bright! 
Seize his quills, (so form'd to pen 
Books, that shun the search of men; 
Books, that, far from every eye. 
In " swelter'd venom sleeping*' lie !) 
Stick them in between the two. 
Proud Pea-hen and old Cuckoo. 

Now you have the triple feather. 
Bind the kindred stems together 
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With a silken tie, whose hue 
Once was brilliant Buff and Blue; 
Sullied now — alas how much ! 
Only fit for Y— RM— th's touch. 

There — enough — thy task is done; 

Present worthy G ge's Son! 

Now, beneath, in letters neat. 

Write " I serve" and all's complete. 



EXTRACTS 

FROM THE DIARY OF A POLITICIAN. 

fVedneaday, 

Through M — nch — st — r Square took a canter 

just now — 
Met the old yellow chariot, and made a low bow. 
This I did, of course, thinking 'twas loyal and civil. 
But got such a look — oh 'twas black as the devil ! 
How unlucky ! — incog, he was trav*lling about, 
And I, like a noodle, must go find him out ! 

Mem. — ^when next by the old yellow chariot I ride. 
To remember there is nothing Princely inside. 

Thursday. 
At Levee to-day made another sad blunder — 
What can be come over me lately, I wonder? 

The P E was as cheerful, as if, all his life. 

He had never been troubled with Friends or a Wife— 
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X 



" Fineweather*' sayshe— to which I, who mtc^f prate, 
Answer'd '' yes. Sir, but changeable rather, of late." 
He took it, I fear, for he look'd somewhat gruff*. 
And handled his new pair of whiskers so rough. 
That before all the cpnrtiers I fear'd they'd come off. 
And then. Lord, how Gebamb would triumphantly 
scoff! 

Mem,— to buy for sonDiCK Y some unguent or lotion 
To nourish his whiskers — sure joad to promotion* ! 

Last night a Concert— vastly gay — 
Given by Lady C — STL — ^R — gh* 
My Lord loves music, and, we Jluow, 
Has two strings always to his bow. 
In choosing songs, the R — g — T nam'd 
" Had la heart for fahthoodfram'd** \ 
While gentle H — etf— D begg'd and pray'd 
For *' Young I am and sore afraid,*' 



* Englaod b not the only coontry^ where merit of Ms 
kind is noticed and rewarded* '^ I remember" says Taver- 
nier *' to have seen one of the King of Persia's porters, 
whose mustaches were so long that he could tie them behind 
his neck, for whidi reason be bad a doable pension." 
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EPIGRAM*. 

What news, to-day 1 — " Oh ! worse and worse— 

** M— c is the Pr e's Privy Purse !"— 

The Pr ce's Purse! no, no, you fool. 

You mean the Pr ce's Ridicule^ 



* This is a fton-mo^, attributed, I know not how truly, to 
the Pr — c — ss of W— eb. I have merely versified it. 



KING CRACK* AND HIS IDOLS. 

WRITTEN AFTER "^HE LATE NEGOCIATION FOR 

A NEW M — N — STRY, 

JviNG Crack was the best of all possible Kings, 
(At least, so his Courtiers would swear to you 
gladly,) 

But Cr Acic now and then would do heterodox things. 
And, at last, took to worshipping Images sadly. 

Some broken-down Idols, that long had been plac'd 

In his Father's old Cabinet^ pleas'd him so much. 

That he knelt dowu and worshipped, though — such 

was his taste ! — 

They were monstrous to look at and rotten to 

touch ! , 

* One of those antedilnvian Princes, with whom Manetho 
and Whiston seem so intimately acquainted. If we had 
the Memoirs of Thoth, from which Manetho compiled his 
History, we should find, I dare say, that Crack was only 
a Regent, and that he, perhaps, succeeded Typhon, who 
(as Whiston says) was the last King of the Antediluvian 
Dynasty. 
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And these were the beautiful Gods of King 
Crack !— 
Till his People, disdaining to worship such things^ 
Cried aloud, one and all, " Come, your Godships 
must pack— 
" You will not do for us, though you may do for 
Kings." 

Then, trampling the gross Idols under their feet. 
They sent Crack a petition, beginning " Great 

Csesar ! 
We are willing to worship; but only entreat 
That you*ll find us some decenter Godheads 
than these are." ^ 

" rU try,'' says King Crack— then they fumish'd 
him models 
Of better-shap'd Gods, but he sent them all 
back; 
Some were chisell'd too fine, some had heads 'stead 
of noddles, 
In short, they were all much too godlike for 
Crack ! 
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So he took to hb darling old Ibols agaki, 
Andy just mending their legs and new bronzing 
th dr frees. 
In open defiance of Gods and of men. 
Set the monsters up grinning once more in their 
places! 
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WHAT'S MY THOUGHT LIKE 1 

Quest, Why is a Pump like V — sc — NT C — stl — 
R — ghI 

Answ. Because it is a slender thing of woocl» 
That up and down its awkward arm doth sway. 
And coolly spout and spout and spout away. 

In one weak, Mrashy, everlasting flood ! 



EPIGRAM. 

DIALOGUE BETWEEN A CATHOLIC DELEGATE 

AND HIS R — Y — L H — GHN — SS THE D E 

OF C — B — L — D. 

Said his Highness to Ned, with that grim face of his, 

"Why refuse us the Veto, dear Catholic 

Neddy r— 

" Because, Sir," said Ned^ looking full in his phi^, 

" You're forbidding enough, in all conscience, 

already !" 
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WREATHS FOR THE MINISTERS. 



1 



AN ANACREONTIC. I 



Hither, Flora, Queen of Flowers! » 

Haste thee from Old Brompton's bowers — ■ 

Or, (if sweeter that abode) 

From the King's well-odour'd Road, 

Where each little nursery bud I 

Breathes the dust and quaffs the mud ! 

Hither come, and gaily twine 

Brightest herbs and flowers of thine 

Into wreaths for^hose, who rule us. 

Those, who rule and (some say) fool us — 

Flora, sure, will love to please 

England's Household Deities'^! 

First you must then, willy-nilly. 
Fetch me many an Orange lily — 

* The ancients, in like manner, crowned their Lares, or 
Household Gods. See Juvenal, SaL 9. v. 138. — Plutarch 
too telis as that Household Gods were then, as they are 
now, '* ranch ^iven to War and penal Statutes." E^ivwuBut 
Mat 9roivt/Mis Zaufi,wcis, 



65 

Orange of the darkest dye 
Irish G — FF — RD can supply! 
Choose me oot the longest sprig. 
And stick it in old Eld — N's wig! 

Find me next a Poppy posy. 
Type of his harangues so dozy. 
Garland gaudy, dull and cool 
For the head of L — v — rp — l ! — 
Twill console his brilliant brows 
For that loss of laurel boughs, 
IVhich they suffered (what a pity!) 
On the road to Paris City. 

Next, our C — stl — R — gh to crown. 
Bring me, from the County Down, 
Withered Shamrocks, which have been 
Gilded o'er, to hide the green-^ 
(Such as H — DF — T brought away 
From Pall-Mail last PatrickVDay *) 

* Certain tinsel imitations of the Shamrock which are 

distribated by the Servants of C ^n Home every 

PatrickVDay. 

F 



Stitch the garland through »id tfamigii 
With shabby threads of tveryJme^^ 
And as. Goddess !-^-«Bitre nous — 
His Lordship loves (Ibougfa beat of men) 
A little torture^ now and then. 
Crimp the leaves, tliou first of Sjrens ! 
Crimp them with thy carling-iroiia. 

Thaf s enough — ^away, away — 
Had I leisure, I could say 
How the oldest nme that grows 
Must be pluck'd to deck Old R — E — 
How the Doctor's brow should smik 
Crown'd with wreaths of camomile ! 
But time presses — ^to thy taste 
I leave the rest, so, prithee* haste! 
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EPIGRAM. 

DIALOGUE BttWBKN A DOWAOBE AND HBB 
MAID ON THE NIGHT OF LORD T — RM — ^TH'S 
FETE. 

<' I want the Court-Guide'^ said my Lady ** to look 

" If the House, Seymour Place, be at SO or 20" — 

'< WeVe lost the Court-Guide, Ma'am, but here's 

the Red Book, 

Where youll find, I dare say, Sej^numr Places 

in plenty !" 



i€ 






HORACE, ODE xu LIB. ii. 

FBEELT TRANSLATED BY G. R.* 

t C/OME« Y — RM — ^TH, my boy, never trouble 
your brains. 
About what your old croney. 
The Emperor Bomet, 
Is doing or brewing on Muscovy's plains ; 



^ This and the following are extracted from a Work, 
which may, some time or other, meet the eye of the Public 
—entitled ^' Odes of Horace, done into English by several 
Persons of Fashion.*' 

t Quid bellicosns Cantaber et Scythes 
Hirpine Qoincti, cogitet, Adria 
Divisns objecto, remittas 
Qnaerere* 



i 
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* Nor tvemble, my lad» at the stale of our granaries . 
Should there come famine. 
Still plenty to cram in 
You always shall have, my dear Lord of the 
Stannaries ! 

Brisk let us revel, while revel we may; 
t For the gay bloom of fifty soon passes away, 
And then people get fat. 
And infirm, and — all that, 
I And a wig (I confess it) so clumsily sits. 
That it frightens the little Loves out of their wits; 

§ Thy whiskers, too,Y — KM — th ! — ^alas, even they. 
Though so rosy they bum. 
Too quickly must turn 
(What a heart-breaking change for thy whiskers !) 
to Grey. 

* Nee trepides in usum 
Poscentis aevi panca. 



Fagit retro 



Levis jnventas et decor. 

I Pellente lascivos amores 
Canicie. 

$ neqae ono Luna mbeiu nitet 

Vatu. 
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* Tli«ii why, my Lord Warden ! tlb ! why should 
you fidget 
Your mind about matters you don't understand 1 
Or why should you write yourself down fer an 
idiot. 
Because ** you," forsooth, ** have the f^n m 
ycur hand!'' 

Think, think how much better 
Than scribbling a letter, 
(Which both you and I 
Should avoid, by the bye,) 
t How much pleasanter 'tis to sit und^r the hvst 
Of old CHARL9T, my friend here, iind drink 
like a new one ; 

While Chablvy looks wlky wA frowns nt me, 
just 
As the Ghost in the Pantomime frowns at Don 
Juan! 



* quid aeternis nUnorem 

Consiliis animum fatigas? 

t Cur Don snb alt^ y#1 pla,tano, ve) li^p 
Pina jacentes sic temere . 
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* To crown us. Lord Warden! 

In C — MB — Ki— -NB^s ganfes 
Gnms^l^leBty of mtfp^s hood in Tienoaras sprigs ; 

WMfe Ott» of RoMt 

RefireriiiBf all noses 
Shall sweetly exfaak fi^om otnr wlnskers and wigs. 

What youth of the Household will cool our Noyau 

In that streamlet delitiotis; 

That down midst the dishes^ 

All full of good fishes 

Romantic doth flow? — 
I Or who will repair 

UntoM Sq e 

And see if the gentle Marchesa be there? 



- rosk 



Canos odorati capillos 

Dmn licet, Assyriaqne nardo 
Potamus uDcti. 

t Qnis puer ocyns 

ResUngnet ardentis Falerai 
Pocula prattreunte lympha? 

♦ Quia eliciet doino 

Lyden? 
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Go— bid her baate hither, 
* And let her bring with her 
The newest No-Popery Sermon thafs going- 



t Oh ! let her come, with her dark tresses flowing. 
All gentle and juvenile, curly and gay. 
In the manner of — Ackebmann's Dresses for 
May! 

* ebnrna die age cum lyra (quasi li0r'«J 
Matnret* 

t Incomtnm lacaem 
More comam religata nodttin. 



HORACE, ODE xxiL LIB. i. 

FREELY TRANSLATED BY LORD ELD — N. 

* X HE man wbo keeps a conscience pure, i 

(If not his own, at least his Prince's,) 
Through toil and danger walks secure. 
Looks big and black, and never winces ! 

t No want has he of sword or dagger, 
Cock'd hat or- ringlets of Ger amb ; 
Though Peers may laugh, and Papists swagger. 
He does not care one single d-mn! 



* Integer vits scelerisqae pams. 

t Noneget Mauri jacnlUneqnearcu, 
Nee veneiiatis gravida sagittis 
Fusee, pharetra : 



1 
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* Whether midst Irish chairmen going. 
Or through St. Giles's alleys dim, 
'Mid drunken Sheelahs, blasting, blowing. 
No matter, 'tis all one to him. 

t For instance, I, one evening hite^ 
Upon a gay vacation sally. 
Singing the praise of Church and State, 

Got (God knows how) to Cranboume-AUey. 



* Sive per Syrteis iter aBstnosas, 
Sive foetnnis p«rlDbMptlaleoi 
Caucawiniy ?el qoaa loca Midociis 
Liambit Hydaspes. 
The Noble Translator had, at first, laid 'the scene of these 
imagined dangers of hk Man of CoMcienee mamag the 
Papists of Spain, and tiad' translated the worcb ^ ffsm loca 
fabulo9U8 Utmbit Hydaspes" thus— <* The fabUng Spaniard 
lic1c$ the French ;*' but, recollecting' that it is our interest 
joflt now to be respectftil to l^^mdsk €atiMi!c» (thongb there 
is certainly no earthly reason for onr being even commonly 
civil to Irish ones,) he altered the passage as it stands at 
present. 

t Namqne me silvft lupus in Sabinfik, 
Dum meam canto Lalagen, et ultra 
Terminum sicnr vagor expeditit 
Fngit inermem. 



/ 



♦ 
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When lol an Irish Papist darted. 

Across my ptth^ g9nQt, grim and big- 
I did but frow|i» and off he storied* 

Scar'd i^t ni« even withput my wig! 

Yet a more fierce 99d raw-bon'd dog 
Goes not: to Af ass in Dublin City, 
Nor shakes his brogue o*er Allen> Bog, 

t^or ap^uto in Catfipljo C<raiiiiit4e« I 



I cannot help calling the reader's attention to the peculiar 
uigennity with which these lines are paraphrased. Not to 
mention the happy conversion of the Wolf into a Papist 
(seeing that Romulus was suckled by a wolf, that Rome 
was founded by Romulus, and that the Pope has always 
reigned at Rome,) there is something particularly neat in 
supposing '^ vUra ^^rminum*' to mean vacation-time; and 
then the modest consciousness with which the Noble and 
Learned Translator has avoided touching upon the words 
^ cnris expedUis/' (or, as it has been oUierwise read, 
f' cotuif expediiiSf") and the felicitous idea of his being 
*' inermis" when *' without his wigi" are altogether the 
most delectable specimens of paraphrase in our hmguage. 

* Quale portentnm oeque n^UUris 
Daunia in latis alit aescaletis^ 
Nee Jubae tellus generat, leoumi. 
Arida w^rix. 
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* Oh! place me midst O^ourkes, OTooles, 
The tagged royal-blood of Tar a ; 
Or place me where Dick M — et — N rules 
The housdess wilds of Connemara; 

t Of Church and State Fll warble still 

Though ev^n Dick M — rt — N's self should 
grumble ; 
Sweet Church and State, like Jack and Jill, 
I So lovingly upon a hill — 

Ah ! ne'er like Jack and Jill to tumble! 

* Pone me pigris nbi nulla campis 
Arbor sstiva recreatur aura : 
Quod latus mnndi, nebulae, malnsqne 
Jupiter urget. 
I must here remark, that the said Dick M — rt— n being 
a very good fellow, it was not at all fair to make a ** malus 
Jupiter" of him. 

t Dulce ridentem Lalagen amabo 
Dulce loqnentem. 
I There cannot be imagined a more happy illustration of 
the inseparability of Church and State, and their (what is 
called) '' standing and falli^ together," than this ancient 
apologue of Jack and Jill. Jack, of course, represents 
the State in this ingenious little Allegory. 
Jack fell down, 
And broke his Crown, 
And Jill came tumbling after. 
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EPIGRAM. 

FROM THE FRENCH. 



it 



I never give a kiss, (says Prue) 
To naughty man, for I abhor it/' — 
She will not give a kiss, 'tis true; 

She'll ta&f one though, and thank you for it! 



ON A SQUINTING POETESS. 

To no one Muse does she her glance confine. 
But has an eye, at once, to all the Nine! 
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TO 



Moria pur qnando vnol, non e bisogna nrntar ni faccia ni 
▼oce per ener on Angelo *• 



Die when you will, you need not wear 
At Heaven's Court a form more fair 

Than Beauty here on earth has given; 
Keep hut the lovely looks we see — 
The voice we hear — and you will be 

An angel ready-made for Heaven! . 

* The words addressed by Lord Herbert of Cherbnry to 
Ibe beaittifal Nun at Marano,— See hit IMu 



THE 

NEW COSTUME OF THE MINISTERS. 



MOTA M 0N8TRA CRBAVIT. 

Ovid Metamorph. L. i. v. 43T^ 



XXAVINO sent off the troops of brave Major Camac^ 
With a swinging horse-tail at each valorous back, 
And such helmets, God bless us ! as never decked any 
Male creature before, except Signor Giovanni — 
" Let's see" said the R — g — t (likeTiTUS, perplex'd 
With the duties of empire) ** whom skaU I dress 
nextr 

He looks in the glass — ^but perfection is there. 
Wig, whiskers, and chin-tufts all right to a hair*; 

* That model of Princes, tbe Emperor Commodns, wu 
particularly Inxnrioni in the dressing and ornamenting of 
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Not a single ej-curl on his forehead he traces — 
For curls are like Ministers, strange as the case is. 
The faker they are, the more firm in their places. 

His coat he next views — but the coat who could 

doubt? 
For his Y— RM — th's own Frenchified hand cut 

it out ; 
Every pucker and seam were made matters of state. 
And a Grand Household Council was held on each 

plait! 

Then whom shall he dress? shall he new-rig his 

brother 
Great C — MB — BL — d's Duke, with some kickshaw 

or other? 

his hair. His conscience, however, would not suffer him to 
trust himself with a barber, and h^ Q«ed, accordingly, to 
barn off his beard — ** timore tonsoris" says Lampridius. 
(Hist. August. Scriptor.) The dissolute ^lius Verus, too, 
was equally attentive to the decoration of his wig. (See 
Jul. Gapitolin.) — Indeed, this was not the cnly princely 
trait in the character of Vems, as he had likewise a most 
hearty and dignified contempt for his Wife. — See his insult- 
ing answer to her in Spartianos. 
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And kindly invent him more Christian-like shapes 
For his feather-bed neckcloths, and pillory capes 1 
Ah ! no — ^here his ardour would meet with delays, 
For the Duke had been lately pack'd up in new 

Stays, 
So complete for the winter, he saw very plain 
Twould be devilish hard work to unpack him 

again! 

So, whafs to be done? — ^there's the Ministers, 

bless 'em ! — 
As he made the puppets, why shouldn't he drtss 'em 1 
" An excellent thought !— call the tailors — be 

nimble — 
*' Let Cum bring his spy-glass, and H — RTF — D 

her thimble ; 
** While Y — RM — TH shall give us, in spite of all 

quizzers, 
** The last Paris cut with his true Gallic scissars/* 

So saying, he calls C — STL — R — oh, and the rest 
Of his heaven-bom statesmen, to come and be 
drest. 

G 
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Wbile Y — RM— TH/ with snipulike and brisk 
expedition^ 

Cats up, all ai once, a large Catfa'lic Petition 

In long tailors' measures^ (the P — £ crying ** well- 
done !") 

And 6rst puts in hand my Lord Cfaancdllor Eld^— n. 



> 



CORRESPONDENCE 

f 

BETWBEN A LADY AND 6EKTLBMAN, UPON 
THE ADVANTAGE OF (WHAT IS CALLED) 
" HAVINO LAW ON ONE'S SIDE/' 



THE GENTLEMAN'S PROPOSAL. 



*^ LB6GB AUREAy 

5'ei place, ei lice." 

C/OMEy fly to these aErns, nor let beauties so bloomy 

To one frigid ownef be tied; 
Your prudes may revile* and. your old ones look 
gloomy. 

But, dearest! we've Law on our side. 

Oh ! thidc the delight of tvro lovers congenial. 

Whom no dull decorums divide; 
Their error how sweet, and their raptures how venial^ 

When once they've got Law on their side I 
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Tis a thing, that in every King's reign has been 
done, too ; 

Then why should it nQw be decried 1 
If the Father has done it, why shouldn't the Son, tool 

For so argues Law on our side! 

Andy ev'n should our sweet violation of duty 

By cold-blooded jurors be tried. 
They can but bring it in '' a misfortune/' my beauty. 

As long as we've Law on our side. 



THE lady's answer. 

Hold, hold, my good Sir I go a little more slowly; 

For, grant me so faithless a bride. 
Such sinners as we, are a little too lowly ^ 

To hope to have Law on our side. 

Had you been a great Prince, to whose star shining 
o'er 'em 
The People shouM look for their guide. 
Then your Highness, (and welcome!) might kick 
down decorum — 
You'd always have Law on your side. 
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Were you ev'n an old Marquis, in mischief grown 
hoary. 

Whose heart, though it long ago died 
To the pleasures of vice, is alive to its glory^- 

You still would have Law on your side! 

But for you. Sir, Crim. Con. b a path full of troubles ; 

By my advice therefore abide. 
And leave the pursuit to those Princes and Nobles 

Who have such a LAxW on their side! 



OCCASIONAL ADDRESS 

FOR THE OPENING OF THE NEW THEATRE OF 
ST. ST — PH— N, INTENDrED TO HAVE BEEN 
SPOKEN BT THE PROPRIETOR IN FULL COS- 
TUME, ON THE 24th of NOVEMBER. 

Xhis day a New House, for your edification. 
We open, most thinking and right-headed nation! 
Excuse the materials — ^though rotten and bad. 
They're the best that for money just now could be 

had; 
And, if echo the charm of such houses should be. 
You will find it shall echo my speech to a T. 

As for actors, we've got the old Company yet. 
The same motley, odd, tragi-comical set: 
And considering they all were but clerks t'other day. 
It is truly surprising how well they can play. 
Our Manager (he, who in Ulster was nurst. 
And sung Erin go Brah for the galleries first. 
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But, on finding PtY^-interest a much better tliing> 
Chang'd his note of a sudden^o God Mve the King ;) 
Still wise as he's blooming, and fat as he'is clever. 
Himself and his speeches as lengthy as 6ver, 
Here offers you still the full use of his br^affa. 
Your devoted and long-winded proser till dieath ! 

You remember last season, when things went per- 
verse on. 
We had to engage (as a block to Rehearse on,) 
One Mr. V — NS — ^tt — ^t, a good sort of person^ 
Who's also employed for this season to play, 
In « Raising the Wmd," and " the Devil to Pay." 
We expect too — at least we've been plotting and 

planum^ — 
To get that great actor from Liverpool, C — nn — ng ; 
And, as at the Circus there's nothing attracts. 
Like a good Hngle combat brought in 'twixt the acts. 
If the Manager should, with the help of Sir 

P — PH — M, 
Get up new diversions, and C — nn-«-no should 

stop 'em. 
Who knows but we'll have to announce in the papers, 
** Grand fights-second time— with additional capers." 
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Be your taste for the ludicrous, humdrum, or sad. 
There is plenty of each in this House to be had; 
Where our Manager ruleth, there weeping will be. 
For a dead hand at tragedy always was he; 
And there never was dealer in dagger and cup. 
Who so tmUingly got all his tragedies up. 
His powers poor Ireland will never forget. 
And the widows of Walcheren weep o'er them yet. 

So much for the actors — ^for secret machinery. 
Traps, and deceptions, and shifting of scenery, 
Y — RM — ^TH and Cum are the best we can find. 
To transact all that trickery business behind. 
The former's employed too to teach us French jigs. 
Keep the whiskers in curl, and look after the wigs. 

In taking my leave now, IVe only to say 

A few Seats in the House, not as yet sold away. 

May be had of the Manager Pat C— stl — r — gu. 



THE SALE OF THE TOOLS. 



IN STBUMBMTA RBGNI* 

Tacitus. 

riBRB's a choice set of Tools for you, Ge'mmeo 

and Ladies, 
They'll fit you quite handy, whatever your trade is; 
(Except it be Cabinet-4naking — ^I doubt 
In that delicate service they're rather worn out ; 
Though their owner, bright youth! if he'd had his 

own will. 
Would have bungled away with them joyously 

stiU.) 
You can see they've been pretty well hacked — and 

alack! 
What tool is there job after job will not hack? 
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Their edge is but dullish, it must be confessed. 
And their temper, like E nb'r h's, none of 

the best. 
But you'll find them good hard-working Tools, 

upon trying, 
Wer't but for their brass, they are well worth the 

buying ; 
They're famous for making blinds, sliders, and 

screens. 
And they're, some of them, excellent turning 

machines ! 

The first Tool I'll put up (they call it a Chancellor) 
Heavy concern to both purchaser and seller — 
Though made of pig iron, yet worthy of note 'tis, 
'Tis ready to melt at a half minute's notice. 
Who bids? Gentle buyer! 'twill turn as thou 

shapest — 
Twill make a good thumb-screw to torture a Papist; 
Or else a cramp-iron, to stick in the wall 
Of some church that old women are fearful will fall ; 
Or better, perhaps, (for Vm guessing at random,) 
A heavy drag-chain for some Lawyer's old Tandem! 
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Will nobody bid 1 It is cheap, I am sure. Sir — 
Once^ twice, going,- going,' thrice, gone I — ^it-is 

yonr'fl. Sir. 
To pay ready money you 6ha*nt be diatrest*- 
As a hill at long date suits the Chancellor, best. 

Come, Where's the next TooH — Oh! 'tis here in a' 

trice — 
This implement, Oe'mmen! at first was a Vice; 
(A tenacious and close sort of tool, that will let 
Nothing out of its grasp it once happens to get,) 
But it since has received a new coating of Ttn, 
Bright enough for a Prince to behold himself in ! 
Come, what shall we say for it 1 briskly ! bid on. 
Well the sooner get rid of it — ^going — quite gone ! 
God be with it, such tools, if not quickly knock'd 

down. 
Might at last cost their owner — how mucht why, a 

Crown f 

The next Tool FU set up has hardly had handsel or 
Trial as yet, and is aUo a Chancellor — 
Such dull things as these should be sold by the gross ; 
Yet, dull as it is, 'twill be found to shave close. 
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And like other close shavers, some courage to gather^ 
Hiis blade first^began by a flourish on leather! 
You shall have it for nothing — ^tben, marvel with me 
At the terrible iinkenng work there must be. 
Where a Tool such as this is (Fll leave you to 

judge it) 
Is placed by ill luck at the top of the Budget! 



1 
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Lbttbr IV. Page 16. 

A.MON6 the papeiiiy enclosed in Dr. D • O ' N: — n's 
Letter^ there i» an Heroic Epistle in Latin verse, 
from PoPB Joan to her Lover, of ^bich, as it is 
rather acnrtous doeumentf I shall venture to give 
some accocintf This female Pontiff was a native 
of England (or, according to others, of Germany) 
who, at an early age, disguised herself in male 
attire, and followed her lover, a young ecclesiastic, 
to Athens, vrfiere she studied with such effect, that, 
upon her arrival at Rome, she was thought worthy 
of being raised to the Pontificate. This Epistle is 
addressed to her Lover, (whom afae had elevated 
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to the dignity of Cardinal) soon after the fatal 
accouchement^ by which her Fallibility was be- 
trayed. 

She begins by remioding him very tenderly of 
the time, when they were in Athens — ^when 

** by Ilissus' stream 
*' We whispering walk'd along, and learn'd to 

speak 
" The tenderest feelings in the purest Greek ! — 
** Ah ! then how little did we think or hope, 
'* Dearest of men! that I should e'er be Pope*! 
" That I — ^the humble Joan — ^whose house-wife art 
*^ Seera'd just enough to keep thy house and heart, 
** (And those alas! at sixes and at sevens) 
** Should soon keep all the keys of all the Heavens I" 



* Spanheim attributes the mmDimity, with which Joan 
was elected, to that ionate and irresistible charm, by which 
her sex, though httent, operated upon the instinct of the 
Cardinals—'' Non vi aliqu&, sed concorditer, omnium in se 
converso desiderio, quae sunt blandientis sexns artes, la- 
tentes in hkc quanquamt" 
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Sdil less (she continues to say) could they have 
foreseen, that such a catastrophe as had happened 
in Council would befall them — that she 



** Should thus surprise the Condave^s grave dc;^ 
corum> 



€t 



And let a little Pope pop out before 'em — 

Pope Innocent! alas, the only one 

That name should ever have been fix'd uponf' 



She then very pathetically laments the downfall 
of her greatness, and enumerates the various trea- 
sures, to which she is doomed to bid fiirewell for 
ever. 

"But oh! more dear, more precious ten times 

over — 
** Farewell my Lord, my Cardinal, my Lover! 
** I made thee Cardinal — ^thou mad'st me — ah ! 
" Thou mad'st the Papa* of the World Mamma!'' 

* This is an anachronism, for it was not till the ^venth 
Century, that the Bishop of Rome took the title of Papa 
or Universal Father. 

H 



98 

1 have not time now to transbte any more of 
this Epistle; but I presume the argument which 
the Right Hon. Doctor and his friends mean to 
deduce from it, is (in their usual convincing strain) 
that Romanists must be unwortiby of Emancipation 
mno, because they had a Petticoat Pope in the 
Ninth Century — Nothing can be more I6gically 
clear, and I find that Horace had eiLactly the same 
views upon the subject. 

Romanus (eheu posteri negabitis !) 

Emandpaim Fcemin£ 
Pert vallum! 
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Lettbe VIL Page 33. 

XuB Manuscript^ ivhich I found in the Bookseller's 
Letter, is a Melo-Drama, in two Acts, entitled 
" Thb Book V' of which the Theatres, of course, 
had had the refusal, before it was presented to 
Messrs. L — ck — ^ngt — ^n and Co. — This rejected 
Drama, however, possesses considerable merit, and 
I shall take the liberty of laying a sketch of it 
before my Readers. 

* There was a mysterioas Book, in the 16th Century, 
which employed all the anxious curiosity of the Learned of 
that day — Every one spoke of it; many wrote against it; 
though it does not appear that any body had ever seen it; 
and indeed Grotins is of opinion that no such Book ever 
existed. It was entitled '^ Liber de tribus iropostoribus.** 
(See Moiiiof. Cap. de Libris damnatis) — Oar more modem 
mystery of ^ the Book" resembles this in many particulars; 
and, if the nomber of Lawyers employed in drawin*; it np 
be stated correctly, a slight aheration of the title into 
** d tribos impostoribns" would produce a coincidence alto- 
gether very remarkable. 



• I 
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The first Act opens in a very awfal manner — 
Ihiu, three o'clock in the morning — Scene, the 
Bourbon Chamber* in C — r — i — ^t — n House — 

Enter the P-- B R — G — ^t solus — ^After a few 

broken sentences, he thus exclaims 

Away — ^Away— 
Thou faannf st my fancy so, thou devilish Book ! 
I meet thee — trace thee, wheresoe'er I look. 
I see thy damned ink in Eld — n^s brows — 
I see thy foobcap on my H — RTF — D's Spouse — 
V — NS — TT — ^t'S head recalb thy leathern case. 
And all thy hlaidc4eave8 stare from R — d — ^r's 

face! 
While, turning here (laying his hand on his heart) 

I find, ah wretched elf! 
Thy List of dire Errata in myself. 

(Walks the stage in considerable agitation) 
Oh Roman Punch! oh potent Curapoa! 
Oh Mareschino! Mareschino oh I 

* The Chamber, I sappose, which was prepared for the 
reception of the Bourbons at the first Grand Fete, and 
which was ornamented (all '' for the Deliverance of 
Eorope") with Jkum-de^tfB, 
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Delicious drams ! why have you not the art 
To kill this gnawing Book-warm in my heart! 

He is here interrupted in his Soliloquy by perceiv- 
ing some scribbled fragments of paper on the 
ground, which he collects, and " by the light of 
two magnificent candelabras" dbcovers the follow- 
ing unconnected words '' Wife neglected' — '* the 
Book''—*' Wrong Meamres''—** the Queen'*—*' Mr, 
Lamherr—*' the R— G — t/' 

Ha ! treason in my House ! — Curst words, that wither 
My princely soul, (shaking the papers violently) 

what Demon brought you hither? 
« My Wife!"—" the Book" too!— stay— a nearer 

look— 
(holding the fragments closer to the CandelabrasJ 
Alas! too plain, B, double O, K, Book — 
Death and destruction! 

He here rings all the bells, and a whole legion of 
Valets enter — ^A scene of cursing and swearing 
(very much in the German style) ensues, in the 
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course of which mesiengers are dispatched, in di^ 
ferent directions, for the L — Ki> Ch — NC — ll — R, 
the D— B of C — B — L — D, &c. &c. — The inter- 
mediate time is filled up by another Soliloquy, at 
the conclusion of which the aforesaid Personages 
rush on alarmed — the D — B with his stays only 
half-laced, and the Ch — nc — ll — R with his wig 
thrown hastily over an *old red night-cap, " to 
maintain the becoming splendor of his office *.'' 
The R — G — ^T produces the appalling fragments, 
upon which the Ch — NC — ll — R breaks out into 
exclamations of loyalty and tenderness, and relates 
the following portentous dream. 

Tis scarcely two hours since ^ 

I had a fearful dream of thee, my P E ! — 

Methought I heard thee, midst a courtly crowd. 
Say from thy throne of gold, in mandate loud, 

* *^ To enable the indiTidnal, who holds the office of 
Chancellor, to maintain it in becoming splendor." (A loud 
laugh,) 

Lord OutUreagh*s Speech uptm the Vice- 
ChuiiceUor'e BilL 
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** Worship my whiskers !*' — (weeps) not 2^katt was 

the^e 
But bent and worshipped the Illustrious Pair, 
That curl'd in conscious mayesty ! (pulls out his 

handkerchief) — while cries 
Of " Whiskers, whiskers'' shook the echoing 

skies! — 
Just in that glorious, hour, methought, there came. 
With io€ks of iiyufd pride, a Princely Dame, 
And a young maiden, clinging to her side. 
As if she fear'd some tyrant would divide^ 
The hearts that nature and affection tied ! 
The Matron came — within her right hand glow'd 
A radiant torch; while from her left a load 
Of Papers hung — (wipes his rj^ef^^-collected in 

her veil — 
The venal evidence, the slanderous tale. 
The wounding hint, the current lies that pass 
From Post to Courier, form'd the motley mass; 
Which, with disdain, before the Throne she 

throws. 
And lights the Pile beneath thy princely nose. 

(weeps) 
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Heav'nSy how it blaz'dl — I'd ask aa livelier fire, 
(Witk animoHim) To roast a Papbt by, my graciou* 

Sire!— 
But ah I the Evidence — (weept again) I oiouni'd 

to see — 
Cast, as it buni'd, a deadly light on thee ! 
And Tales and Hmts their random sparkles flange 
And hbs'd and crackled, like an old maid's tongue; 
While Post and Courier, iaithfal to their fiime. 
Made up in stink for what they lack'd in flame I 
When, lOy ye Gods ! — ^the fire, ascending brisker. 
Now singes one, now lights the oiker whisker — 
Ah ! where was then the Sylphid, that unfiirb 
Her fairy standard in defence of curls 1 — 
Throne, Whiskers, Wig soon vanish'd into smoke. 
The watchman cried " past One" and — ^I awoke. 

Here his Lordship weeps more profusely than ever, 
and the R — g — t (who has been very much 
agitated during the recital of the Dream) by a 
movement as characteristic as that of Charies XII. 
when he was shot, claps his hands to his whiskers 
to feel if all be really safe. A Privy Council is 
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held — all the Serrants, Sec. are examined, and it 
appears that a Tailor, who had come to measure 
the R — o — T for a Dress (which takes three 
whole pages of the best superfine elinfuant in de- 
scribing) was the only person, who had been in the 
Bourbon Chamber during the day. It is, accord* 
ingly, determined to seize the Tailor, and the 
Council breaks up with a unanimous resolution to 
be Tigorous. 

The commencement of the Second Act turns 
chiefly upon the Trial and Imprisonment of two 
Brothers — but as this forms die under plot of the 
Drama, I shall content myself widi extracting 
from it the following speech, which is addressed 
to the two Brothers, as they " exeunt seyerally'^ to 
Prison. 

• 

Go to your prisons — thou^ the air of Spring 
No mountain coolness to your cheeks shall bring; ' 
Though suauner flowers shall pass unseen away. 
And all your portion of the glorious day 
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May be some solitary beam that faMs, 

At mora or eve, upon your dreary walls — 

Some beam that enters, trembling as if aw'd. 

To tell how gay the young, world lalughs abroad ! 

Yet go — for thoughts, as blessed as the air 

Of Spriog or summer flowers, await you there ; 

Thoughts, such as He, who feasts his courtly crew 

In rich ccmservatories, never knew ! 

Pure self-esteem — the smiles that light witfain^ — 

The Zeal, whose circling charities begin 

With the few lov'd-ones Heaven has plac'd it 

near. 
Nor cease, till all Mankind are in its sphere ! — 
The Pride, that suffers without vaunt or plea. 
And the fresh Spirit, that can warble free. 
Through prison-bars, its hyinn to Liberty ! 

The Scene next changes to a Tailor's Work-shop, 
and a fancifully-arranged groupe of these Artists b 
discovered upon the Shop-board — ^Their task evi*- 
dently of a r&i^al nature, from the profusion of 
gold-lace, frogs, &c. that lie about — ^They all rise 
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aiid come forward, while one of them siogs the fol- 
lowing Stanzas to the tune of ** Derry Down." 

My brave brother Tailors, come, straiten your knees. 
For a moment, like gentlemen, stand up at ease. 

While I sing of our P E (and a fig for his railers) 

The Shop-board's delight! the Mecsenas of Tailors! 
Derry down, down, down derry down. 

Some monarchs take roundabout ways into note. 

But His short cut to feime is — the cut of his coat! 

Philip's Son thought the World was too small for 
his Soul, 

While our R — G — ^T's finds room in a lac'd button- 
hole! 

Derry down, &c.. 

Look through all Europe's Kings — ^at least, those 

who go loose — 
Not a King of them all's such a friend to the Goose. 
So, God keep him increasing in size and renown. 

Still the fattest and best-fitted P e about town! 

Derry down, &c. 
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Daring the ** Deny down" of this last verse, a 
messenger from the S — c — t — ^y of S— — e's Office 
rushes on, and the singer (who, luckily for the effect 
of the scene, is the very Tailor suspected of the 
mysterious fragments) is interrupted in tlie midst of 
his laudatory exertions, and hurried away, to the 
no small surprise and consternation of his com- 
rades. The Plot now hastens rapidly in its deve- 
lopement — the management of the Tailor's exami- 
nation is highly skilful, and the alarm, which he is 
made to betray, is natural without being ludicrouis. 
Hie explanation, too, which he finally gives is not 
more simple than satisfactory. It appears that the 
said fragments formed part of a self-exculpatoty 
note, which he had intended to send to Colonel 

M'M N upon subjects purely professional, and 

the corresponding bits (which still lie luckily in his 
pocket) being produced, and skilfully laid beside 
the others, the following billet-doux is the satisfac- 
tory result of their juxta-position. 
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Honor'd Colonel — my Wife, who's the Queen of 

all slatterns. 
Neglected to put up the Book of new Patterns. 
She sent the wrong Measures too — shamefully 

wrong — 
They're the same us'd for poor Mr. Lambert, 

when young; 
But, bless you ! they wouldn't go half round the 

R— G— T— 
So, hope you'll excuse your's, till death, most 

obedient. 

This fiilly explains the whole mystery — the R — g — ^T 
resumes his wonted smiles, and the Drama termi- 
nates, as usual, to the satisfieu^tion of all parties. 



C. Whittlnghiin» GofwcU Street, LondoD. 
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